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DRAMATIS PERSON. 
MEN. 

LzAx, King of Britain. 
King of France. 

Duke of Burgundy, 
Duke of Cornwall. 
Duke of Albany. 
' Earl of Gloſter. 

Earl of Kent. 

EDGaR, Son to Gloſter, 
EpmMund, Baftard Son to Glefter: 
Curan, à Courtier, 

Phyſician. 

Fool. | 

Oswa LD, Steward to Goneril. 

A Captain, employed by Edmund. 


Gentleman, Attendant on Cordelia. | 


A Herald. | 
Old Man, Tenant to Glofter. 
Servants to C En. 


WOMEN. 


GonzgriL, 


Recan, . | Daughters to Lear. 
CORDELIA, 


Knights attending on the Kine, Officers, Meſſengers, Soldiers, and 


Attendants. | 
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20 
SCENE I. King Leax's Palace. 


Enter KenrT, GLosT ER, and EDMUND. 


* Kent ” | . 
Thought, the king had more affected the duke of Al- 
bany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: but now, in the divi- 
ſion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he 
values moſt; for equalities are ſo weigh'd, that curioſity - 
In neither can make choice of either's moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your ſon, my lord? 

Glo. His breeding, fir, hath been at my big : I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am braz'd. 
to't, | 
Kent. I cannot conceive you. | 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could: whereupon. 
ſhe grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, fir, a ſon for 
her cradle, ere ſhe had a huſband for her bed. Do you 
ſmell a fault? | 

Kent. J cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iflue of it 
being ſo proper. | | 

Glo. But 11 have, ſir, a ſon by order of law, ſome year 
elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account, 
though this knave came ſomewhat ſaucily into the world 
before he was ſent for : yet was his mother fair; there 
was good, ſport at his making, and the whoreſon muſt be 
acknowledged. Do you know this noble gentleman, Ed- 
mund ? | 
Bam. No, my lord. l 9 

| A 2 Gle. 


Sigh 


4 N BEAR. 
le. My lord of Kent: remember him hereafter as my 
konourable friend. Cong | 
EIS Edm. My ſervices to your lordſhip. - 
525 Kent, E muſt love you, and ſue to know you better. 
3 Edm. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 
ob. Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall 
5 again: — The king is coming. 
. 8 


8 Enter LEAR, CORNWALL, ALBANY, GONERIL, REGAN, 
CORDELIA, and Allendants. 


- Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
by Gloſter _ | 
.  Ghe. I ſhall, my liege. 
5 i Exeunt GL.OSTER and EDMUND. 
Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe. 
The map there. Know, that we have divided, 
In three, our kingdom: and ' tis our faſt intent 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age; 
Conferring theta on younger ſtrengths, while we 
VUnburden d crawl toward death. Our ſon of Cornwall, 
And you, our no leſs loving Ton of Albany, | 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh - 
r daughters' ſeveral dowers, that future ſtrife _ 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Bur- 


[Trumpets ſound within. 


i ndy, i To 
Great rivals in our youngeſt daughter's love, 
Long in our courts How made their amorous ſojourn, 
And here are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, my daughters, 
"= I0 Since now we will diveſt us, both of rule, 
ntereſt of territory, cares of ſtate,) a” 
| Which of you, ſhall we ſay, doth love us moſt? 
1 That we our largeſt bounty may extend 8 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril, 
Our eldeſt- Born, ſpeak firſt. r 
Gon. Sir, 1 1 | | 
| Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 
a Dearer than eye-ſight, ſpace, and liberty; : 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 
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No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as child e er lov'd, or father found, 
A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable; 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. 
Ger. What ſhall Cordelia do? Love, and be So. 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds, even from this line coi, 
With ſhadowy foreſts and with champains rich'd, 
With plenteous. rivers and wide ſkirted meads, 
We make thee lady: To thine and Albany's iſſue 
Be this perpetual. What ſays our ſecond daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 
Reg. I am made of that ſelf. metal as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, ſhe names my very deed of love; 
Only ſhe comes too ort: that 1 profeſs 
Myſelf an enemy to all other joys, | * 
hich the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe poſſeſſes; 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In 2 dear highneſs love. 0 
ar. Then poor Cordelia! Ale: 
And yet not ſo; ſince, I am ſure, my n 
More pond rous than my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary aver, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that confirm'd on Goneril,.-Now, our joy, 
Although the laſt, not leaſt ; to whoſe young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, - 
Strive to be intereſs'd ; what can you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your lilters * cant 
Gor. Nothing, my lord. | 
Lear. Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing. | 
| Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : ſpeak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 


My heart into my mouth: I love your majeity 
According to my bond; nor more, nor leis 


Lear. How, how, Cordelia? W belle, 


Leſt it may mar your fortunes. 
, "oy A 3 | Cr. 


6 KING LEAR. 

Cor. Good my lord, © 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me: I. 
Return: thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my ſiſters huſbands, if they ſay, 
They love you, all? Haply, when I ſhall wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, ang duty: 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my liſters, | 
To'love my. father all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this? 

Cor. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true, 

Lear. Let it be ſo Thy truth then be thy dower ; 
For, by the ſacred radiance of the ſun; 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night; 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be; 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me PRs 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes _ | 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reljey'd, 
As thou, my {ſometime daughter, 

Kent. Good my liege— 

Lear, Peace, Kent! BARS 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath: 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurſery.—Hence, and avoid my ſight !— 

| | | | [To Con DRIIA. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give | 
Her father's heart from her!—Call France; Who ſtirs? 
Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two daughters dowers digeſt this third: 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 
I do inveſt you jointly with my power, 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 


That 


KING LEAR, 7 


That troop with majeſty. Ourſelf, by monthly courſe, 
With reſervation of an hundred knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we ſhall retain 
The name, and all the addition to a king; 
The ſway, revenue, execution of the reſt, 
Beloved ſons be yours: which to confirm, | 
This coronet part between you. [Givizg the Crown.” 
Kent, Royal Lear, l 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
, Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers— 
Lear. To” bow is bent and drawn, make from the 
alt. ' | 128 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly, 
When ee is mad. What would'ſt thou do, old man? 
Think'ſt thou that duty ſhould have dread to ſpeak, -. 
When power to flattery bows? To plainneſs honour's 
bound, | 
When majelty ſtoops to folly. Reverſe thy doom; 
And, in thy beſt conſideration, check 
This hideous raſhneſs: anſwer my life my judgment, 
Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt ; EDI 
Nor are thoſe empty-hearted,- whoſe low ſound 
Reverbs no hollowneſs. 
Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 
Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thine enemies: nor fear to loſe it, 
Thy fafety being the motive. 
3 Out of my ſight! | 
Kent. See better, Lear; and let me ſtill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. | 
Lear. Now, by Apollo 
Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain. 
Lear. O, vaſſal! miſcreant! 2 
| | [ Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
Alb. Corn. Dear ſir, forbear. 4 
| A4 Kent 


* 


# 9 
= KING LEAR: | 
Kent, Do; kill thy eee the fee beſtow 

Upon the foul diſeaſe. oke thy gift; 
Or, whilſt I can vent clamour from my throat, 
T'l1 tell thee; thou doſt evil. | 
Lear. Hear me, recreant! 
On thine allegiance hear me : 
Since thou halt ſought to make us break our vow 
ou hich we durſt never yet), and with ſtrain'd pride, 
o come betwixt our ſentence and our power 
on hich nor our nature nor our place can bear), 
r potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee, for proviſion 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world; 
And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back | 
Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 


The moment is thy death: Away! By Jupiter 


This ſhall not be revok d. | 
Kent, Wy, fare thee well, king: ſince thus thou wilt 
- appear, | | 
Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here. 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, 
5 | | [To CORDELIA, 
That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid !— 
And your large ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 
| To REGAN, and GONERIL. 
That good effects may ſpring from words of love,— 
Thus Kent, O princes! bids you all adieu; 
He'll ſhape his old courſe in a country new. Lal. 


Re-enter Glosr RR, with FRANCE, BUrRGUNDY, and 
| Attendants. £ 


Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, | 
We firſt addreſs towards you, who with this king 
Have rivall'd for our daughter; What; in the leaſt, 
Will you require in preſent dower, with her. 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love? 


Bur. 


3» 
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Bur. Mot royal maje A 
I crave no more than' A your highneſs ober. 


Nor will you tender leſs. 
Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
When ſhe was dear to us, we did hold her ſo; 
But now her price is fall'n : ſir, there ſhe ſtands; 
If aught within that little, ſeeming ſubſtance, 
Or all of it, with our diſpleaſure piec dl, 
And nothing more, may fitiy like your grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is your res. 
Bur. I know no anſwer. 
Lear. Sir, will you, with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curſe, and an 0 with our r oath, 
Take her, or leave her? 
Bur. Pardon me, royal fir ; 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions. 
| Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for, by the panes that 
made me, 
{ tell youall hex wealth, For you, great king, ſ To Faves, 
would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where Þ hate; therefore beſeech you 
Io avert your liking a more 'worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt to acknowledge her's. 
France. This is moſt ſtrange! . 
That ſhe, who even but now was your beſt object, 
Theargument of your praiſe, balm of your age, 
The deſt, the deareſt ; ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour! Sure, her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
That monſters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall inio taint; which ta believe of her, 
Muſt be a faith, that reaſon, without miracle, 
Should ever plant i in me. 
Cor. yet beſeech your maj 
(If for [ want that gli and oily art, 
To ſpeak and purpoſe not; 8800 what I well intend, 
ml 45 t before I ſpeak), that you make known 
| 43 \ It 
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It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulneſs, _ 
= ; No unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, 
| That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer ; 
A ſtill-ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue 
That I am glad I have not, though, not to have it, 
Hath loft me in your liking. | | 
Lear, Better thou | 
Had'ſt not been born, than not to have pleas'd me better. 
France, Is it no more than this? a tardineſs in nature, 
W hich often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 24 
That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy, | 
What ſay you to the lady? Love is not love, | | 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her? 
She is herſelf a dowry. 1 
Bur. Royal Lear, 
Give but that portion which yourſelf propos'd, 
And here I als Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. | 
Lear. Nothing : I've ſworn ; I am firm 
Bur. I am ſorry then, you have ſo loſt a father, 
That you muſt loſe a huſband. | 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 
Since that reſpects of fortune are his love, | 
I ſhall not be his wife. 85 „ 
France. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich, being poor; 
Moſt choice, forſaken ; and molt lov'd, deſpis'd ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I ſeize upon: | 
Be it lawful, I take up what's caſt away. 
Gods, gods! tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt neglect 
| My love ſhould kindle to inflam'd reſpe&t.—— 
| Thy dowerleſs daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 
Not all the dukes of wat'riſh Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.— 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou loſeſt here, a better where to find. | 
Lear. Thou haſt her, France: let her be thin: ; for we 
Have no ſuch daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee | 


| 
[ | That 


KING LEAR, : it 
That face of her's again: Therefore be gone, 


W ithout our grace, our love, our benizon. | 
Come, noble Burgundy. | | 
Flauriſb. Exeunt Lear, BurxGunDy, Cc. 

France. Bid farwel to your ſiſters. | 
Cor. The jewels of our father, with-waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are; 

And, like a ſiſter, am moſt loth to call 

Your faults, as they are nam d. Uſe well our father: 
To your profeſſing boſoms I commit him: 
But yet, alas! ſtood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewel to you both. | 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duties. 

Gon. Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your lord; who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms : Y ou have obedience ſcanted. 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
Who cover faults, at laſt ſhame them derides. -. 
Well may you proſper ! | 

France, Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[ Exeunt FRANCE, and CORDPL1A. 

Con. Siſter, it is not a little I have to ſay, of what 
moſt nearly appertains to us both, I think, our father 
will hence to-night. 

Reg. That's moſt certain, and with you; next month 
with us. L | N 

Gon. You ſee how full of changes his age is; the ob- 
ſervation we have made of it hath not been little: he al- 
ways lov'd our ſiſter moſt ; and with what poor judgment 
he hath now caſt her off, appears too groſsly. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever 
but ſlenderly known himſelf. fig" 

Con. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but AY 
raſh; then muſt we look to receive from his age, not 
alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condition, but, 
therewithal, the unruly waywardneſs that infirm and | 
cholerick years bring with them. 
Reg. 
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Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's baniſhment. | 
Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking be- 
tween France and him. Pray you, let us hit together: 
If our father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſitions as he 

bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will but ofind us. \ 
Reg. We ſhall further think of it. 
Gon, We muſt do ſomething, and i' the heat, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 4 Calle belonging to the Earl of Gloſter. 
Enter EDMUND, with a Letter. | 
Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law 


My ſervices are bound: Wherefore ſhould 1 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom ; and permit 


The curioſity of nations to deprive me, 
For that T am ſome twelve or fourteen moon-ſhines 


Lag of a brother ? Why baſtard ? Wherefore baſe? 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my ſhape as true, 

As honeſt madam's iſſue? Why brand they us 
Wich baſe? with baſeneſs ? baſtardy? baſe, baſe! 
Who, in the Juſty ſtealth of nature, take 


More compoſition and fierce quality, 


Than doth, within a dull, ſtale, tired bed, 


Go to the creating of a whole tribe of fops, 


Got 'tween aſleep and wake: Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have your land ; 

Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 

As to the legitimate: Fine word—legitimate! 
Well, my-legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 


Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I proſper— 
Now, gods, ſtand up for baſtards! 


/ 


Enter GLOSTER. 


Cin. Kent baniſh'd thus! And France in choler parted ! 
And the king gone to-night! ſubſcrib'd his power! 


Confin'd 


\ 


KING LEAR» 


Confin'd to exhibition All this done 
Upon the gad !—Edmund! How now? what n news ? 

Zam. So pleaſe your lordſhip, none. 

[ Putting up the litter. 
ch. Why ſo-carneftly ſeek you to put up that letter / 
Edam. I know no news, my lord. | 
Cle. What paper were you reading? 

am. N my lord. 

Glo. No! What needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
it into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not ſuch 
need to hide itſelf, Let's ſee : Come; if it be nothing, 
I ſhall not need ſpectacles. 

Eam. I beſcech you, fir, pardon me: it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o er- read; and for 
ſo much as I have perus'd, I find it net fit for your 
over-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, fir. 

Eam. I ſhall offend, either to detain or give it, The 

contents, as in part I underſtand them, are to blame. 
Ces. Let's fee, let's ſee. 

Eadm. I hope, for my brother's juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an eſſay or taſte of my virtue. 

Glo. reads. | This policy, and reverence of age, makes 
the world bitter to the beſt of our tumes : keeps our fortunes 
from us, 'till our oldneſs cannst reliſh them. I begin to find 
an idl' and fond bondage in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny ; 
who fways, not as it bath power, but as it is ſuffered. Come 
to me, that of this I may ſpeak more. 1f our father would 
ſleep till I wak'd him, you ſhould enjoy his revenge for 
ever, and live the beloved of your brother, Edgar. Hh 
Conſpiracy !—8leep, till I wat bim,—y0 u ſhould enjoy 
half his revenue {—My fon Edgar! Had he a hand to 
write this? a heart and brain to breed it in — When 
came this to you? Who brought it? 

um. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the 
cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the caſement af 

my cloſet. | 

Ge. You know the charafter to be your brother's ? 

Dan. if the matter were good, my lord, I 2 


\ 
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ſwear it were his; but, in reſpect of that, I would fain 
think it were not. | 

Glo. It is his. | i 

Eam. It is his hand, my lord; but, I hope, his heart 
is not in the contents. 

Gle. Hath he never heretofore ſounded you in this 
buſineſs? BULKY 

Edm. Never, my lord: But I have often heard him 
maintain it to be fit, that, ſons at perfect age, and fa- 
thers declining, the father ſhould - be as ward to the fon, 
and the ſon manage his revenue. 

Ge. O villain, villain !—His very opinion in the 
letter !—Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, deteſted, brutiſh 
villain! worſe than brutiſh !/—Go, ſirrah, ſeek him; I'll 
apprehend him :—Abominable villain Where is he? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend your indignation __ my brother, till 
you can derive from him better teſtimony of his intent, 
you ſhould run a certain courſe ; where, if you violently 
proceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and ſhake in pie- 
ces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my 
life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my affection to 
your honour, and to no other pretence of danger. & 

Glo. Think you ſo ? | 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by an auricular 
aſſurance have your ſatisfaction; and that without any. 
further delay than this very evening. | 

Glo. He cannot be ſuch a monſter. 

Edm. Nor is not, ſure. | 

Glo. To his father, that ſo tenderly and entirely loves 
him. Heaven and earth Edmund, ſeek him out; wind 
me into him, I pray you: frame the buſineſs aſter your 
own wiſdom : I would unſtate myſelf, to be in a due re- 
ſolution. „ 

Edm. I will ſeek him, fir, preſently: convey the bu- 
ſineſs as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon portend 
no good to us: though the wiſdom of nature can reaſon it 

thus 


* 
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thus and thus, yet nature finds itſelf ſcourg'd by the ſequent 
effects: love cools, friendſhip falls off, brothers divide: 
in cities, mutinies; in countries, diſcord ; in palaces, 
treaſon; and the bond crack'd 'twixt ſon and father. This 
villain of mine comes under the prediction; there's for 
inſt father: the king falls from bias of nature; there's 
father againſt child. We have ſeen the belt of our time: 
Machinations, hollowneſs, treachery, and all ruinous diſ- 
oiders, follow us diſquietly to our graves!\——Find out 
this villain, Edmund; it ſhall loſe thee nothing; do it 
carefully : And the noble and .true-hearted Kent 
baniſh'd! his offence, honeſty Strange! —_—_ 
; il. 
Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world I that, 
when we are ſick in fortune (often the ſurfeit of our 9wn 
behaviour), we make guilty of our diſaſters the ſun, the 
moon, and the ſtars: as if we were villains by neceſſity, 
fools, by heavenly compulſion ; knaves, thieves, and 
treachers, by ſpherical predominance; drunkards, liars, 
and adulterers, by an enforc'd obedience of planetary in- 
fluence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thruſting 

on: An admirable evaſion of whore-maſter man, to la 
his goatiſh diſpoſition to the charge of a ſtar | My father. 
compounded with my mother under the dragon's tail; and 
my nativity was under ur/a major: ſo that it. follows, I 
am rough and lecherous, — Tut, I ſhould have been that 
I am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament twinkled 
on my baſtardizing. Edgar 


* 
« g 


Enter EDGas. 


and pat he comes, like the cataſtrophe of the old comedy: 
* is villanous melancholy, with a ſigh like Tom 
o Bedlatg.— O, theſe eclipſes do portend theſe diviſions! 
fa, ſol, la, me | [ 
Lag. How, now, Brother Edmund? What ſerious 
contemplation are you in? | | IN 
Zam. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
this other day, what ſhould follow theſe eclipſes. « 
£dg. Do you buſy yourſelf with that? . 
Shy. ST am. 
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Egm. I promiſe you, the effects he writes of, ſucceed 
unhappily ; as of unnaturalneſs between the child and the * 
parent; death, dearth, diſſolutions of ancient amities ; 
diviſions in ſtate, menaces and maledictions againſt king 
and nobles; needleſs diffidences, baniſhment of friends, diſ- 
fipation of cohorts, nuptial breeches, and I know not what. 

Edg. How long have you been a ſectary aſtronomical ? 

Eam. Come, come; when ſaw you my father laſt? 

Eag. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him? 

Edg. . two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you no diſ- 
pleaſure in him, by word, or countenance ? 

Eag. None at all. | F | 

Edm. Bethink yourſelf, wherein you may have offended 
him: and at my entreaty, forbear his preſence, until ſome 
little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure ; which 
at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the miſchief of 
your perſon it would ſcarcely allay. N 

Eag. Some villain hath done me wrong. | 
. Edam. That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent 
forbearance, till the ſpeed of his rage goes flower : and, 
as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I 
will fitly bring you to hear my lord ſpeak : Pray you, go; 
there's my key: If you do ſtir abroad, go arm'd. | 

Eds. Arm'd, brother? 

Eam. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; go arm'd ; I 
am no honeſt man, if there be any good meaning towards 

you: I have told you what I have feen and heard, but 
faintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it: Pray 
you, away. | 

ag. Shall I hear from you anon? 

Egm. I do ſerve you in this buſineſs. — «1 
| | [ Exit EDGAR. 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, | 
| Whoſe nature is fo far from doing harms, 

That he ſuſpects none; on whoſe foolith honeſty 
My practices ride eaſy I ſee the buſineſs. —— 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit: 

AY with me's mert, that I can faſhion fit. 15 Bn 
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SCE N E III. The Duke of ALBANY's Palace. 


Enter GONERIL, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my father ſtrike my gentleman for chiding. 
of his fool ? 
Stew. Ay, madam. 
Gon. By day and night! he wrongs me; every hour 
He flaſhes into one groſs crime or other, 
That ſets us all at odds: I'll not endure it: 
His knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every riff :— When he returns from hunting, | 
I will not ſpeak with him; fay, I am fick : 
If you come lack of former ſervices, $3 
You ſhall do well ; ; the fault of it III anſwer. 
Stew, He's coming, madam; I hear him. 
[ Horns within, 
Gon,” Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your fellows ; I'd have it come to „ : 
If he diſlike | it, let him to my ſiſter, 
Whoſe mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Nor to be over-rul'd. Idle old man, 
That ſtill would manage thoſe authorities, 
That he hath given'away !—Now, by my life, 
Old fools are babes again; and muſt be us d 
With checks, as Bitterer when they are ſeen abus d. 
Remember what J have ſaid. 5 
Stew, Very well, madam. 
\ Gon, And let his knights have colder looks among you; 
What grows of it, no matter; adviſe your fellows fo: 
I would breed from hence occaſions, and I thall, 
That I may ſpeak :—T'll write ſtraight to my ſiſter, 
To hold my my caurſe :—Prepare for dinner. 
Luan. 


8 CEN E | IV. An open Place 1 the Palace. 
Enter Kent diſguiſed. 
Kent. If but as well J other accents borrow, , 


May 


That can my ſpeech diffuſe, wy good intent 
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May carry through itſelf to that full iſſue 

For which I raz'd my likeneſs. —Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
(So may it come!) thy maſter, whom thou lov'ſt, 


Shall find thee full of labours. 
Horns within. Enter Lx AR, Knights, and Attendants. 


Tear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner; go, get it ready. 
How now, what art Toa? | 
Kent. A man, fir. | 
Lear. What doſt thou profeſs. What would'ſt thou 
with us? | | 
Kent. I do proſeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem; to ſerve 
him truly, that will put me in truſt; to love him that is 
honeſt; to converſe with him that is wiſe, and fays little; 
to fear judgment; to fight, when I cannot chooſe ; and 
to eat no fiſh, 
Lear. What art thou? / 

4 Kent, A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor as the 
ing. ie 
| FR If thou be as poor for a ſubject, as he is for a 
. thou art poor enough. What would'ſt thou? 

ent. Service. ö 
Lear. Wham would'ſt thou ſerve? 
| Kent. Lou. Y 
Lear. Doſt thou know me, fellow? 
Kent. No, fir ; but you have that in your countenance, 
which I would fain call maſter. | 
Lear. What's that ? 
Kent. Authority. 
Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do:? | 
— Kent,,1. can keep honeſt counſel, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluntly ; that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua- 
lify'd in; and the beſt of me is diligence. 2 
Leur. How old art thou? 2 | 
- Ment. Not ſo young fir, to love a woman for ſinging ; 
nor fo old, to dote on her for any thing: I have years on 
my back forty-eight. he i 
| | Lear. 
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Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me: if T like thee 
no-erſe after dinner, J will not part from thee yet.— 
Dinner, ho, dinner Where's my knave ? my fool? Go 
you, and call my fool hither : 
| Enter Steward. 
You, you, firrah, where's my daughter ? 


Stew. So pleaſe you . | Extt. 

Lear. What ſays the fellow there? Call the clot-pole 
back. Where's my fool, ho?——1 think the world's 
aſleep. How now J where s that mungrel ? 

night. He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me, when E 
call'd him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anſwer'd me in the roundeſt manner, 
he would not. 
Lear. He would not! | 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the matter is; 
but, to my judgment, your highneſs is not entertain'd 
with that ceremonious affection as you were wont; there's 
a great abatement of kindneſs appears, as well i in the ge- 
neral dependants, as in the duke himſelt alſo, _ your. 
daughter. , 

Lear. Ha! fay'ſt thou ſo? 

Knight. I beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be 
miſtaken ; for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I think 
your highneſs is wrong d. 

Lear. Thou but remember'ſt me of mine own con- 
ception : I have perceived a moſt faint neglect of late; 
which I have 1ather blamed as mine own jealous curio- 
ſity, than as a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindnefs : 
I will look further into't.—But where's my fool? I have 
not ſeen him theſe two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, fir, 
the fool hath much pin'd away. 

Tear. No more of that; I have noted it well.—Go 
you, and tell my daughter. I would ſpeak. with her. —Go 
you, call hither my ftool.— 

| Re-enter Steward. 


O, you ſir, you ſir, come you hither : Who am 11. fie? 
B 2 Stew. 
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$tew. My lady's father. 
Lear. My lady's father! my lord's knave : you whore- 
ſon dog! you flave! you cur! | 
Stew. I am none of theſe, my lord ; I beſeech you, 
pardon me. 
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raſcal ? 
[ Striking him. 
"Bal I'll not be ſtruck, my lord. | 
Kent. N or tript neither ; you baſe foot-ball player. 
[ Tripping up his heels, 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; ; thou ſerveſt me, and I'll 
love thee. 
Kent. Come, ſir, ariſe, away; ; I' teach you dif- 
ferences; away, away! If you will meaſure your lubber's 
length again, tarry : but away: go to! Have you wiſ- 


dom ? ſo. ao yo the Steward out. 
Lear. Now, my tnendly knave, I thank thee: there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice. [Giving KeNT money. 


Fool. Let me hire him too - s my coxcomb. 
living KEN x his Cap. 

Tan How now, my pretty knave ? how doſt thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beſt take my mend. 

Kent, Why, fool? 

Fool. Why? For taking one's part that is out of favour? 
Nay, an thou canſt not ſmile how the wind ſits, thou'lt 
catch cold ſhortly : There, take my coxcomb: Why, this 
fellow has baniſh 'd two of his daughters, and did the 
third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow him, thou 
muſt needs wear my coxcomb.—How now, moat 
Would I had two coxcombs, and two daughters! 
Lear. Why, my boy? 

Fool. If J gave them all my living, I'd keep my cox- 
combs myſelf : There's mine; beg another of thy wy 
ters. | 

Lear. Take heed, firrah ; the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a dog that muſt to kennel ; he muft - 
whipp'd out, when the lady brach ”_ Rand by the fire 
and (tink. 


2 | Lean 


| KING LEAR, - 
ar, A peſtilent gall to me! 
Kr. Senn. I'll teach thee a ſpeech. [To Kxxr. 


Lear. Do. 
Fool. Mark it nuncle: 


Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thou troweſt, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep in-a-door, 
And thou ſhalt have more 
Than two tens to a ſcore. 


Kent, This is nothing, fool, 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer; 
you gave me nothing for't :—Can you make no uſe of no- 
thing, nuncle? * ; 

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

Foal Pr'ythee, tell him, ſo much the rent of his land 
comes to: he will not believe a fol. [To Kent. 
' Lear. A bitter fool! 2 

Fool. Doſt thou xnow the difference, my boy, between 
a bitter fool and a ſweet fool ? : 

Lear. No, lad, teach me. 


Fool. That lord, that counſel'd thee 
To give away thy land, 
Come | gr him here by me— 
Or do thou for him ſtand : 
The ſweet and bitter fool 
Will preſently appear; 
The one in motley here, 
The other found out there. 


Tear. Doſt thou call me fool, boy? | 
Fool. All thy other titles thou haſt given away; that 
thou waſt born with, 


Kent, 
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Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. F 

Fol. No, faith, lords and great men will not let me; 
if J had a monopoly out, they would have part on't : - 
and ladies too, they will not let me have all fool to my- 
ſelf ; they'll be ſnatching. Give me an egg, nuncle, and 
I'll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two-crowns ſhall they be? 
Fool. Why, after J have cut the 85 i'the middle, and 
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When 
thou cloveſt thy crown i' the middle, and gaveſt away 
both parts, thou boreſt thine aſs on thy back over the 
dirt: Thou hadſt little wit in thy bald crown, when thou 
gaveſt thy golden one away. If I ſpeak like myſelf in 
this, let him be whipp'd that firſt finds it ſo. [ Singing: 


Fools ne er had leſs grace in a year: 
Fir wiſe men are grown fappiſh ; 
And know not how their wits to wear, 

Their manners are fo apiſb. 


Lear. When were yon wont to be fo full of ſongs, 
ſirrah? | > F.5, 
Fool. J have uſed it, nuncle, ever ſince thou mad'ſt 
thy daughters thy mothers: for when thou gaveſt them 
the rod, and put'ſt down thine own breeches. | Singrng, 


Then they for ſudden joy did weep, 
And I for ſorrow ſung, 

That ſuch a king ſhould play bo-peep, 
And go the fools among. 


Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a ſchool-maſter that can teach thy 
fool to lie; I would fain learn to lie. a 

Bear. If you lie, ſirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

Foil. T marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are: 
they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying; and, ſometimes, I am whipt for hold- 
ing my peace. I had rather be any kind of thing than a 
fool: and yet I would not be hes, nuncle ; thou haſt 
pared thy wit o' both ſides, and left nothing in the middle: 
Here comes one o the parings,' © . 

5 9 Enter 
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Enter GonsRI1L. 


Lear. How now, daughter? what makes-that front- 
let on? | 
Methinks, you are too much of late i the frown. 


Fool. Thou waſt a pretty fellow, when thou had'ſt no 


need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a figure: I am better than than thou art new; I am 
a fool, thou art nothing. Ves, forſooth, I will hold m 
tongue; [To GONERIL. ] fo your: face bids me, — 
you ſay nothing. Mum, mum, | | 


He that keeps nor cruſt nor crum, 
Weary of all, ſhall want ſome.— 


That's a ſheal'd peaſcod ! [Pointing to LEAR. 
Gon, Not only, fir, this your all-licens'd fool, 
But other of your inſolent retinue | 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endur'd riots. Sir, . 
I had thought, by making this well known unto 
To have found a ſaſe redreſs ; but now grow fearful, 
By hat yourſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 
By yout allowance; which if you ſhould, the fault 
Wald not ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep; 
Which, in the dender of a wholeſome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſſity 
Would call diſcreet proceeding, 
Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 


The hedge ſparrow fed the cuckoo ſo long, 
That it bad its head bit off by its young. 


So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, fir, | 

I would, you would make uſe of that good wiſdom 
Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late transform you 
From what you rightly are, | 


Fool, 
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Fool. May not an aſs know when the cart draws the 
horſe . Whoop, Jug, I love thee. 
Lear. Does any here know me Why this is not 
Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus? ſpeak thus Where are his 


eyes? 


Either his notion weakens, or his diſcernings 


re lethargy'd—Ha! waking ?—'Tis not ſo.— 
The. is it that can tell me who I am ?—Lear's ſhadow ? 
1 would learn that: for by the marks Ne 40 


Of ſov'reignty, of knowledge, and of reaſon, 


J ſhould be falſe perſuaded I had daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman 7 

Gon. Come, fir; 
This admiration is much o' the PATH 


Of other your new pranks. , I do beſeech you 


To underſtand my purpoſes aright : 

As you are old and reverend, you ſhould be wiſe : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and ſquires ; 
Men ſo diſorder d, ſo debauch'd, and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manuers, 
Shews like a riotous inn: epicuriſm and luſt 

Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace. The ſhame itſelf dath ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy : Be then deſir'd 

By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
* little to diſquantity your train; 

And the remainder, that ſhall till depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
And know themſelves and * 

Lear. Darkneſs and devils! 
Saddle my horſes; call my train 3 
Degenerate baſtard! Fll not trouble thee ; 

Yet have I left a daughter 

Gon. You ſtrike my people 3 3 and your diſorder d rabble 

Make ſervants of their betters. 


- 


0 Enter ALBANY. 


. Lear. Woe, that too late repents—O, fir, are you 
come: | 
Is 
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Is it your will? ſpeak, fir. —Prepare 7 horſes.— 
; 9 


ALBANY. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter | 
Alb. Pray, fir, be patient, 
Lear. Deteſted kite, thou lieſt, {To GONERIL, 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know: 
And in the moſt exact regard ſupport | 
The worſhips of their name. moſt ſmall fault, 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ! | 
Which, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of nature 
From the fixt place; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 
| [ Striking his Head, 
And thy dear judgment out!—Go, go, my people! 
© Alb. My lord, I am guiltleſs, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moy'd you. 
Lear, It may be ſo, my lord. | 
Hear, Nature, hear! dear goddeſs, hear! 
- Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 
'To make this creature fruitful ! 
Into her womb convey ſterility ; 
Dry up in her the organs of increaſe ; 
And from her derogate body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her! If the muſt teem, 
Create her child of ſpleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her! 
Loet it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 
To laughter and contempt ; that ſhe may feel 
How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankleſs child! Away, away! IEExit. 
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes this? 
Gen. Never afflict yourſelf to know the cauſe ; 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
That dotage gives jt, WY 


Re-enter 
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Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight ! Tg 
Alb. What's the matter, ſir? 
Lear. I'll tell thee ;—Life and death! I am aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus 
| AED [To GONERIL.. 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them—Blaſts and fogs upon 
N 22 
The untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee Old fond eyes, 
Beweep this cauſe again, I'll pluck you out 
And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 
| To temper clay.—Ha! is it come to this? 
Let it be ſo : Vet I have left a daughter, 
__” -- Who, I am ſure, is kind and comfortable; | 
ol When the ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
1 She'll flea thy wolfiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, | 
C | That I'll reſume the ſhape, which thou doſt think 
T I have caſt for ever; thou ſhalt, I warrant thee. 
+ | Exeunt Ltar, Kent, and Attendants. 
Þ Gon. Do you mark that, my lord? 
ö Alb. I cannot be fo partial, Gohetil, 
i To the great love I beat yot 
Gon, Pray you, content. —What, Oſwald, ho! 
You, fir, more knave than fool, after your maſter. 
| _ | T4 the Ful. 
I | Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the 
= - fool with thee. 5 


1 A fox, when one has caught her, 
5 | And ſach a daughter, 
4 Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 
(|! + If my cap would buy a halter; 
it So the fool follows after, | Exit 


[| 
N 0 TY Gon. This man hath had good counſel :—A hundred 
| | 4 


* 


{ 5 | knights! 
6 TDis politic, and ſafe, to let him keep 
| 5 8 At 
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At point, x hundred knights. Yes, that om every dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dillike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives at mercy, —Oſwald, I fay!— 

Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than truſt too far: ws 
Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, | 

Not fear ſtil] to be na Sag I know his heart: 

What he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter: 


If ſhe ſuſtain him and his hundred knights, 1 | 
When 1 _ ſhew'd the unfitneſs Now now, Of. 
wald? | 


_ Enter Steward. © 


What, have you-writ that letter to my ſiſter ? 
_ Ay, madam. 
Take you ſome company, and away to horſe: 
| 11858 her full | of my particular fear; 
And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your o.]ꝗꝓ ä, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone; 
And haſten your return. No, no, my lord, 
Exit Steward: 
[This milky gentleneſs, and courſe of yours, 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more at taſk for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildneſs. 
Alb, How far your eyes may pierce, ] cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. | 
Gon. Nay, then | | 
Alb; Well, well; the event. { Exeunt. 


* 1 i. Sth . 4 1 * 2 


— 24 


SCENE V. A Court-Yard before the Duke * 
N ' ALBANY's Palace. x 


Enter Lean, KENT, and Fool. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe letters: ac- 
quaint my daughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her demand out of the letter : If your 
diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there before you. 


** me in temper; 1 would x not be mad — 
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. Kent. J will not fleep, my lord, till I have delivered 


your letter. [ Exit. 
Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, wer't not in 


danger of kibes? 


Lear. Ay, bo | 
Fool. Then, 4 Pr thee, be merry; thy wit ſhall not 


go flip-ſhod. 


Lear, Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt ſee, thy other daughter will uſe thee kindly : 
for though ſhe's as like this as a crab is like an n yet 
1 can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canſt thou tell, boy? 

Fool. She will taſte as like this, as a crab does to a crab. 


Thou canſt tell, 2 why one's 9 8 ſtands i the ws of one's 


face ? : - 
Lear, No. ö 
Foal: Why, to keep one's eyes on either fide one's noſe ; 
that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 
Lear. I did her wrong.— 
Fool. Canſt tell how an oyſter _—_ his ſhell? . 
Lear. No. 
Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell wy a ſnail has a 
koule. | 
Lear. Why? | | | 
Foal. Why, to put his head in; not to give it away to 
kis daughters, and leave his horns without a caſe. - 
Lear. I will forget my . —80 kind a father i—Bo 


my horſes ready? 


Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about em. The reaſon a 


the ſeven ſtars are no more than ſeven, is a pretty reaſon, 


Lear. Becauſe they are not eight ? 

Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou would'ſt make a good fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce!—Monſter ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee beaten 
for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? | 

Fol. Thou ſhould'ſt not have been old, before thou 


'  hadſt been wiſe; 


Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad: j ay heaven! 1 


Enter 
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Enter Gentleman. 


How now! Are the horſes ready ? 
Gent, Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 
Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my depar- 
ture, ; | 
Shall not be a maid long, unleſs things be cut ſhorter. 
| [ Exeunt. 


— 
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SCENE I. A Caflle belonging to the Earl of GLOSTER 
Enter EDMUND and CURAN meeting, 
Edmund. 


Sa VE thee, Curan. 


Cur. And you, fir. I have deen with your father; an& 


b him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and Regan 
is dutcheſs, will be here with him to- night. | 
- F#4m. How comes that? 


Cur. Nay, I know not: you have heard of the news 


abroad ; I mean, the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet but 
ear-kiſſing arguments. 

Edm. Not I; Pray you, what are they? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, "twixt 
the dukes of Cornwall and Albany? | 

Eam. Not a word. 


Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, fir. Exit. - 
Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better! Belt! 


This weaves itſelf perforce into my buſineſs! 

My father hath ſet guard to take my brother : 

And I have one thing, of a queazy queſtion, 

Which I muſt act: Briefneſs, and fortune, work 
Brother, a word ;—deſcend :—Brother, I ſay ; 


| | Enter EDGAR. 
My father watches :—O, fir, fly this place ; 
| Intelligence is given where you are hid; 


You 
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You have now the good advantage of the night :— 
Have you not ſpoken 'gainſt the duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither ; now, i' the night, i' the haſte, 
And Regan with him: Have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party gainſt the duke of Albany? 
Adviſe yourſelf. 
Edg. I am ſure on't, not a word. 

Eam. I hear my father coming—Pardon me: 

In cunning, I muſt draw my ſword upon you :— 
Draw: Seem to defend yourſelf : Now quit you welt. 
Yield :—come before my father ;—Light, ho, here !— 
Fly, brother ;—Torches ! torches !—So, farewel.— 

| 3 [ Exit BDGAR, 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[Hounds his Arm. 

Of my more fierce endeavour : I have ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport.— Father! father! 
Stop, ſtop! No help? 


Enter GLOSTER, and Servants with Tarches. 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain? 
Edm. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword out. 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To ſtand his auſpicious miſtreſs— | 
Glo. But where is he? YON 
Edm, Look, Sir, | bleed. ; 
bo. Where is the villain, Edmund? | 
Edm. Fled this way, fir. When by no means he 
could | | 
Cle. Purſue him, ho!—Go, after.-By no nieans,— 
: What? : | EE da, 
Edm. Perſuade me to the murder of your lord{hip ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods | 
Gainſt parricides did all their thunders bend; 
| Spoke, with how manifold and ſtrong a bond 
he child was bound to the father ;—Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood | 
To his unnatural purpoſe, in fell motion, 
With his prepared ſword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lane d mine arm: 


But 
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But when he ſaw. my beſt alarum'sd ſpirits, - 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noiſe I made, 
Full eng he fled. | 

Glo. Let him fly far: | 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught ; 
And found Diſpatch.— The noble duke my maſter, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 

hat he, which finds him, ſhall deferve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the ſtake ; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I diſſuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threaten'd e bee him: Fw * 
Thou unpeſſe aftard ; daft tbou think, 
4 I bak, yr agaznſ} Gu the repoſal 
Of any truft, virtue, or worth, in thee 

Make thy words faith! No: What I ſhould deny 

{As this would; ay, though thau didſt produce + 
My very character), Id turn it all 
To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice: 
And thoy nuft a dullard of the world, 
If they not thaught the profits. of my death 

ere very pregnant and potential ſpurs 
To make thee ſeek it. [ Trumpets within. 

Glo. O ſtrange, faſten'd: villain! - 
Would he deny his letter, ſaid he? I never got him. 
Hark, the duke's trumpets! I know not why he comes: 
All ports I'll. bar; the villain ſhall not ſcape 
The duke muſt grant me that: beſides, his picture 
I will ſend far and near, that all the kingdom | 
May have due note of him: and of my land 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll. work the means 
To make thee capable. | 


Enter CoRNWAILI, REGan, and Attendants. - 
Corn. How now, my noble friend? Singe I. came 


hither | | * ©" Wines ws 
(Which I can call but now), I have honed leap gr: nemyy - 
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Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort, 

Which can purſue the offender. How does my lord ? 
Gu. O, madam, my old heart is crack d, is crack dl 

Reg. What, did my father's godſon feek your life? 
He whom my father nam'd? your Edgar? | 

Glo. O lady, lady, ſhame would have it hid! 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father ? 

Glo. I know not, madam : 

It is too bad, too bad. | 

Eam. Yes, madam, he was of that conſort. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected; 
Tis they have put him on the old man's death, | 
To have the expenſe and waſte of his revenues. 

I haye this preſent evening from my ſiſter * 

Been well inform'd of them ; and with ſuch cautions, 
That, if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 

I'Il not be there. * | | 

Corn. Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan.— | 
Edmund, I hear that you have on your father 
A child-like office. . 
' Edm. "Twas my duty, ſir. | 

Glo. He did bewray his practice; and receivd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 

Cern. Is he purſu d? | 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. | 

Corn. if he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm: make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe. For you, Edmund 
Whoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant | 
So much commend itſelf, you ſhall be ours; 40 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſnhall much need; 
You we firſt ſeize on. | 

Edm. I hall ſerve you, ſir, 

Truly, however elſe. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn. Nou know not why we came to viſit you 

Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon; threading dark-ey'd night, 
Occaſions, noble Glofter, of ſome prize, 1 8 
Wherein we muſt have uſe of your advice 


Our 


/ 


KING LEAR, 23 


Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our ſiſter, 
Of differences, which I beſt thought it fit 
'To anſwer from our home ; the ſeveral meſſen 
From hence attend diſpatch; Our good old friend, 
Lay comforts to your boſorn ; and beſtow 
Vour needful counſet to our buſineſſes, 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 
' Glo. I ſerve you, madam: _ | 
Your graces are right welcome. [ Exeunt. 


* 


0 - 


| SCENE II. Enter Kur and Steward, ſeverally; 


Stew. Good even to thee, friend: Art of this 
houſe ? 7 
Kent. 


Ay. JSP : 
Sterw. Where may we ſet our horſes? 
Kent. I' th' mire; | 2 
Stew, Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 
Kent. I love thee not. 75 
Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. | 
Kent. If I had thee in Lipſbury pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 0468 
Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not. 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee. ' 0 
Stetu. What doſt thou know me for ? A 
Kent, A knave, a raſcal, an eater of broken meats; a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hundred- 
pound, filthy worſted-ſtocking knave;; a lily-hvered; ac- 
tion-taking knave; a whore-ſon, glaſs-gazing, ſuper- 
ſerviceable, finical rogue; one-trunk- inheriting ſlave ; one 
that would'ſt be a bawd, in way of good ſervice, and art 
nothing but the compoſition of a knave, beggar, coward, 
pandar, and the ſon and heir of a mungrel bitch: one 
whom I will beat into clamorous whining, if thou de- 
_ nyt the leaſt ſyllable of thy addition. | 
Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee. 
Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny 
thou know'ſt me? Is it two days ago, ſince I tript up thy 
a N C n heels, 


\ 
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heels, and heat thee, before the king? Draw, you rogue: 
for, though it be night, yet the moon {ſhines ; I'll make 
a ſop © the moonſhine of you: Draw, you whoreſon 
cullionly barber-monger, draw. Drauing his ſword. 
Stew. Away; T have nothing to do with the. 
Kent, Draw; you raſcal : you come with letters againſt 
the king; and take vanity, the puppet's part, againſt the 
royalty of her father: Draw, you rogue, or IU fo car- 
bonado your ſhanks: draw, you raſcal ; come your ways. 
Stew. Help, ho! murder! help! , 
Kent. Strike, you ſlave ; ſtand, rogue, ſtand ; you neat 
flave, ſtrike... +» [Beating bim. 
Stew. Help, ho! murder! murder! 


Enter EpmunD, Cornwall, REGan, GLOSTER, 
| and Servanis. | 


Edm. How now? What's the matter? Part. 
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe; come, 
T'll fleſh you; come on, young maſter. - 5 
Glo. Weapons! arms! What's the matter here? 
Corn. Keep peace upon your lives; 
He dies, that ſtrikes again : What is the matter ? 
Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the king. 
Cern. What is your difference? ſpeak. _ 22 
Stew. I am ſcarce in breath, my lord. . 
Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir'd your valour. 
| You cowardly raſcal, nature diſclaims in thee; 
A tailer made thee. . 
Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow: 
A tailor make a man? | Ts. 
Kent. Ay, a tailor, fir : a ſtone-cutter, or a painter, 
could not have made him ſo ill, though they had been 
but two hours at the trade. | 
Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? | 
Stew. This ancient ruffian, fir, whoſe life J have ſpar'd, 
At ſuit of his grey beard | 
Kent. Thou whoreſon zed ! thou unneceſſary letter; 
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted 
Villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes with 
him. — Spare my grey beard, you wagtail ! 


Corn. 
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Corn. Peace, ſirrah! . 
You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 
Kent. Yes, ſir, but anger hath a privil 
Corn, Why art thou angry ? | 
Kent. That ſuch a ſlave as this-ſhould wear a ſword, 
Who wears no honeſty. Such ſmiling rogues as theſe 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain . 
Too intrinſicate t'unlooſe: ſooth every paſſion 
That in the nature of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder magds ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their maſters, 
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
A plague upon your epileptic viſage | 
Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Gooſe, if 1 had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive you cackling home to Camelot. 
„Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 
Glo. How fell you aut? ſay that, 
Kent. No gontraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and ſuch a knave. $908 2 
Corn, Why doſt thou call him knave-? What's his of- 
_ fence? ] 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 3 
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, or her 8. 
Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain; | 
J have ſeen better faces in my time, | 
Than ſtand on any ſhoulder that I ſes 
Before me at this inſtant, 1 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, | 
Who, having been prais d for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſaucy rou — ; and conſtrains the garb, » 
Quite from his nature: He cannot flatter, he 
An honeſt mind and plain—he muſt ſpeak truth: 
An they will take ii, ſo; if not, he's plain. 5 
Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainnelb 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty filly ducking obſervants, 


That ſtretch their duties . 
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Kent. Sir, in good ſooth, or in ſincere verity, 
Under the allowance of your grand aſpect, 
Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 


On flickering Phoebus! front 


Corn. What mean ſt thou by this? 4 
Kent, To go out of my diale&, which you diſcommend 
ſo much; I know, fir, I am no flatterer : he that be- 
| [ode you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave; which, 
or my part, I will not be, though I ſhould win your 
diſpleaſure to entreat me to it. 
Corn. What was the offence you gave him ? 
Stew, I never gave him any: 
It pleas'd the king his maſter, very late, 
To ſtrike at me, upon his miſconſtruction; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his diſpleaſure, 
Fo me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, that 
'That worthy'd him, got praiſes of the king 
For him attempting who was ſelf-ſubdu'd ; 
And, in the fleſhment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 
Kent. None of theſe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. Wy | 
Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks, ho! 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart, 
We'll teach you ——— | for Ka 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: 
Call not oor ſtocks for me: I ſerve the king; 
On whoſe employment I was ſent to you: 
You ſhall do ſmall reſpect, ſhew too bold maliee 
Againſt the grace and perſon of my maſter, 
Stocking his meſſenger. | 
Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks ;— 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he fit till noon. 
Regan. Till noon! *till night, my lord; and all night 
too. | 
Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You ſhould not uſe me ſo. | 
Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stocks brought out. 


Cern. 
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Corn; This is a fellow of the ſelf-ſame colour 
Our ſiſter ſpeaks of: Come, bring away the ſtocks. 
Glo, Let me beſeech your grace not to do ſo: 
His fault is much, and the good king his maſter 
Will check him for't: your purpos'd, low correction 
Is ſuch, as baſeſt and the meaneſt wretches, 
For pilferings and moſt common treſpaſſes, 
Are puniſh'd with: the king muſt ts it ill, 
That he, ſo ſlightly valu'd in his meſſenger, 
Should have him thus reſtrain'd. N 
Corn. I'll anſwer that. 
Keg. My ſiſter may receive it much more worſe, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted, 
For following her affairs. —Put in his legs. 
[KenT 7s put in the Stocks, 
Come, my good lord, away. | 
[ Ex-unt REGAN, and CORNWALL, 
Glo. I am ſorry for thee, friend; tis the duke's plea- 
ſure, Fw 
Whoſe diſpoſition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be rubb'd, nor ſtopt: I'll entreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not, fir : I have watch'd, and travell'd 
hard ; pt. 
Some time J ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 
Glo. The duke's to blame in this; *twill be ill taken. 
Exit. 
Kent. Good king, that muſt approve the naked ſaw! 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'ſt a 
To the warm ſun ! | 
Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 


Looking up to the Moon, 


That by thy comfortable beams em 
Peruſe this letter Nothing almoſt ſees miracles ; 
But miſery, —I know, tis from Cordelia; | 

| [Reading the Letter. 
Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd | | 
Of my obſcured courſe ;—and ſhall find time 
From this enarmous flate———»:ſeeking to give 


- 
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Loſſes their remedies ;—All weaty and 0'sr-watch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold | 
"This ſhameful lodging. Ip 
Fortune, good night ; ſmile once more; turn hy whey! 
| ; a * | [ e ſlits, | 
3 | n 


S CEN E III. A Part of the Heath, Enter Eno Ax. 


Edg. I heard myſelf proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt, No port is free ; no place, 
That guard, and moſt unuſual vigilance, | 
Does not attend my taking, While I may 'scape, 
I will preſerve myſelf ; and am bethought 
To taſte the baſeſt and moſt pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to bed : my face I'll grime with filth z 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knets ; ia 
And with preſented nakedneſs out-face 
_ The winds, and perſecutions of the ſky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of 8 who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify d bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
' Poor pelting villages, ſheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, ſometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charity.—Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom! 
That's ſomething yet ;—Edgar I nothing am. [ Exit, 
— — —— — — — — ——ů— 
SCENE IV. Earl ef GrosrER'r Caſtle. 
Enter LzAR, Fool, and Gentleman. 
Lear. "TY ſtrange, that they ſhould ſo depart from 
| ome, 2 | 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. 
Gent. As I learn'd, 


The night before there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remove, * | 
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Kent. Hail to thee, noble maſter ! ; 
Lear. How | mak'{t thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 
Kent. No, my lord. „ 

Fool. Ha, ha! look | he wears cruel garters! Horſes 
are ty'd by the heads; dogs and bears by the neck; 
monkies by the loins, and men by the legs ; when a man 
is over-luſty at legs, then he wears wooden nether-ſtocks. 

Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy place miſtook 
to ſet thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and ſhe, 

Your ſon and daughter, 
Lear. No. | 
Kent. Ves. 

Lear. No, I ſay. 

Kent. I ſay, yea. | 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I ſwear, ne, 

Kent. By Juno, I ſwear, ay. 

Lear. They durſt not do't ; ; | 
They could not, would not do't; 'tis worſe than murder, 
To do upon reſpect ſuch violent outrage: 

- Reſolve me, with all modeſt haſte, which way 

Thou might'ſt deſerve, or they impoſe, this uſage, 

Coming from us, 

Kent, My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highneſs' letters to them, 

Ere I was riſen from the place that ſhew'd 

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking poſt, . 

Stew'd in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 

From Goneril his miſtreſs, ſalutations ; | | 

Deliver'd letters, ſpight of intermiſſion, 

Which preſently they read ; on whoſe contents, 

They ſummon'd up their meiny, ſtraight took horſe; _ 

Commanded me to follow, and — * 

The leiſure of their anſwer ; gave me cold looks: 

And meeting here the other meſſenger, 

Whoſe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poifon'd mine 

Being the very fellow which of late | 
iſplay'd fo ſaucily againſt your highneſs), 
gs 2 | 


” ©» 
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Having more man than wit about me, I drew ; 

He rais'd the houſe with loud and coward cries : 

Your ſon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth . 

The ſhame which here it ſuffers. . i 
Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geeſe fly that way, 


Fathers, that wear rags, 


Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, that bear bags, 

Shall ſee their children kind. b 
Fortune, that arrant whore, | 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. 


But, for all this, thou ſhalt have as many dolours from 
thy dear daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how this mother ſwells up towards my heart ! 
Hyſterica paſſio ! down, thau climbing ſorrow, 6B» 
Thy element's below Where is this daughter? 

Kent. With the earl, fir,” here within. 
Lear. Follow me not ; ſtay here, Exit. 
. Gent, Made you no more offence than what you 


' ſpeak of? | 
. Kent. None. 


How chance the king comes with ſo ſmall a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadſt been ſet i“ the ſtocks for that queſ- 
tion, thou had'ſt well deſerv'd it. 4 

Kent. Why, fool ? | 

Fool, We'll ſet thee to ſchool to an ant, to teach thee 
there's no labouring in the. winter. All that follow their 
noſes are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there's not 
a a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtinking. 
Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, 
leſt it break thy neck with following it ; but the great 
one that goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When 
a wiſe man gives thee better counſel, giye me mine again: 


I would have none but knaves follow it, ſince a fool 
gives it. | 


That, fir, which ſerves and ſeeks for gain, 
And follows but for form, . 

Will pack, when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the ſtorm. 5 
5486 | . ut 
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But I will tarry; the fool will ſtay,  - 
And let the wiſe man fly : | 

The knave turns fool, that runs away; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 


Kent. Where learn d you this, fool? 
Fool. Not 1 1” the ſtocks, fool. | 


Re-enter LEAR and GLoSTER. 


Lear, Deny to ſpeak with me? They are fick ? They 
are weary ? | 
They have travell'd hard to-night? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off! 
Fetch me a better anſwer. 
Glo. My dear lord, y 
You know the fiery quality of the FOR 3 
How unremoveable and fixt he is 
in his own courſe, 
Lear. Vengeance! p page! death! confuſion!— 
Fiery? What quality ? Gloſter, Gloſter, 
I'd ſpeak with the duke of 5 and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform d them ſo. . 
Lear. Toform'd them ! Dolt thou underſtand me, 
man? | 
Glo. my good lord. 
Lear. be king would ſpeak with Cornwall; the dear 
father 
Would with his daughter ſpeak, commands her ſervice: 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and blood! 
Fiery ! the _ duke Tell the hot duke, that— 
No, but not may be, he is not wel] : 
Infirmity dot Ain negled ali office, 
Whereto our health is hound; we are not ourſelves, 
When nature, being oppreſs d, commands the mind 
To ſuffer with the body: I'll forbear ; 
And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit 
For the ſound man.—Death on my ſtate! Wherefore 
[Looking en Kenr. 
Should 
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Should he fit here? This act perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my ſervant forth: | 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd fpeak with them, 
Now, preſently ; bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, Sleep to death ! | 
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you, [ Exit. 
Lear, O me, my heart, my riſing heart !—but, down. 
Fel. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels, 
- when fhe put them i' the paſte alive; ſhe rapt em of the 
coxcombs with a ſtick, and cry'd, Down, wantons, down ! 
Twas her brother, that, in pure kindneſs to his horſe, 
butter'd his hay. | 


Ener CORNWALL, REGAN, GLOSTER, and Servants. 


RG Lear. Good-morrow to you both. - 
Corn, Hail to your grace! [KENT is ſet at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your highneſe. | 
Lear. Regan, TI think you are; I know what reaſon 

F have to think ſo; if thou ſhould'ſt not be glad, 
J would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulch'ring an adultreſs.— O, are you free? [To Kent, 
Some other time for that. —Beloved Regan, 
Thy ſiſter's naught: O Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd-unkindneſs, like a vulture, here—— _ 
Fs SLE Points to his Heart, 
I can ſcarce fpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe, 
Of how deprav'd a quality—O Regan! 
Reg. I pray you, fir, take patience; J have hope, 
You lefs know how to value her deſert, | 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 26 
Lear. Say? How is that ? 
- Reg. I cannot think, my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation ; if, fr, perchance, 
She have reſtrain'd the riots of your followers, 
Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
As clears her from all blame, | 
Lear. My curſes on her! 
Neg. Q, fir, you are old; 


Nature 
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Nature in you ſtands on the very verge | 

Of her confine; you ſhould be raled, and led 

By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 

Better than yourſelf; Therefore, I pray you, 

That to our lifter you do make return; | 

Say, you have wrong'd her, fir, 

Lear. Aſk her forgivenels ? | 

Do you but mark how this becomes the houſe? _ 

Dear daughter, I confeſs that I am old; | 

Age is 3 on my knees Þ beg, [ Kneeling, 

That you'll vouchſafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good fir, no more; theſe are unſightly tricks: 

Return you to my ſiſter, IIS 
Lear, Never, Regan : | 

Fhe hath abated me of half my train; a 

Look d black upon me; ſtruck me with her tongug- 

Moſt ſerpent- like, upon the very heart 

All the ſtor'd vengeances of heaven fall 

On her ingrateful top! Strike her young bones, 

You taking airs, with lameneſs ! | 
Corn. Fie, fir, fie! , 0 : 
Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding. flames 

Into her ſcornful eyes 5 Infect her — 

You fen- ſuck' d fogs, drawn by the powerful ſun, 

To fall and blaſt her pride! 

Reg. O the bleſt gods! | ; 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe; 
Thy tender-hefted nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn: Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cut off my train, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And, in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 

Againſt my coming in: thou better know'ſt 

The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 

Effects of courteſy, dues of gratitude; _ 

Thy half o' the kingdom thou haſt not forgot, 

Wherein I thee endow d. | 


Reg. Good fir, to the purpoſe. [Trumpets within. 
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Lear. Who put my man i' the ſtocks ? 
Corn, What trumpet's that? 


Enter Steward. 


Reg. I know't, my ſiſters : this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here.—Is your lady come? 
Lear, This is a flave, whoſe wy ae fan > pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows :— 
Out, varlet, from my ſight! 
Corn. What means your grace? | 
Lear. Who ſtock d my ſervant? Regan, I have good 
of ho e , . . 
Thou, did'ſt #3 know on't. — Who comes here? O 
' heavens! | 


.. * Enter GoNERII. 


If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 
Allow obedience, if yourſelves are old, A 
Make it your cauſe; ſend down, and take my part!— 
Art not aſham̃ d to look upon this beard?!— | To Gon. 
O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? _ a 
Gon. Why not by the hand, fir? How have I of- 
fended? _ 3 3 
All's not offence, that indiſcretion finds, 
And dotage terms ſo. | | 
Lear, O, ſides, you are too tough! 

Wilt you yet hold How came my man i' the ſtocks? 
Corn. I ſet him there, ſir : but his own diſorders 
Deſery'd much leſs advancement. | 

Lear. You! did you? 

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, feem fo. 
If, *till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and ſojourn with my ſiſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men diſmiſs'd ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chooſe. 
To wage againſt the enmity o' the air; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl— 


Neceſlity's 
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Neceſſity's ſharp pinch! Return with her? * 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerleſs toox 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 1 
To knee his throne, and, nap penſion beg | 
| 
| 
| 


To keep baſe life afoot eturn with her ? 
Perſuade me rather to be ſlave and ſumpter | 
To this deteſted groom. [ Looking on the Steward. 
Gon. At your choice, fir. | 
Lear. Now I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me 
mad ; . 
I will not trouble thee, my child; farewel: 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another :— 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter ; | 
Or, rather, a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, | 
| 
| 


Which I muſt needs call mine: thou art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, an emboſſed carbuncle, 1 
In my corrupted blood. But I' not chide thee; _ | 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it : | 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, | 7 | 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : _ . | 
Mend, when thou can'ſt ; be better, at thy leiſure : | 
I can be patient; I can ſtay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred knights. 

Re Not altogether ſo, fir ; 
T look'd not for you yet, nor am pfovided 
For your fit welcome: Give ear, fir, to my ſiſter ; 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſlion, 
Mut be content to think you old, and ſo 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken now? | 

Reg. I dare avouch it, fir : What, fifty followers? - 
Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more? 
Yea, or ſo many? ſith that both charge and danger = 
Speak gainſt ſo great a number? How, in one houſe, | | 
Should many people, under two commands, ob ON! | 
Hold amity ? Tis hard; almoſt impoſſible. | | | 

Gon, Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From thoſe that he calls ſervants, or from mine? 

Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanc'd ta 

flack you, EE | 3 -: 
3 We. 
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Stain my man's cheeks !—No, you- unnatural hags, 
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We could control them : If you will come to me 


K. or now I ſpy a danger), I entreat you 
o bring but hve and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. - 
Lear. Z gave you all— | 
Reg. And in time you gave it. 
; 2 Made 3 ae my depolitaries ; 
But kept a reſervation to be follow'd _ 
With ſuch a number: What, muſt I come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan? ſaid you fo? , 
Reg. And ſpeak it again, my lord; no more with me. 
Lear. "Thoſe wicked creatures yet do look well-favour'd, 
When others are more wicked; not being the worſt, 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe:— I H go with thee ; 
HENS [7e GONERIEL. 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 
Gon, Hear me, my lord; | 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many 
Have a command to tend you ? 
Reg. What need one? | 
Lear. O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars - 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous : 70 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, i 
Man's life is cheap as beaſt's: thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt ; 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee'warm. —But, for true need 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need! 
You ſee me here, you gods! a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be you that ſtir theſe daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fool me not ſo much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger! 
O, let not women's weapons, water-drops, 


I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world ſhall—I will do ſuch things— _ 
What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
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The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep: 
No, I'll not weep :— 
I have full cauſe of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thouſand flaws, 
Or eber IH weep :—O, fool, I ſhall go mad! 
[ Exeunt LEAR, GLOSTER, KENT, and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be'a ſtorm. 
a [ Storm and Tempeſt heard. 
Reg. This houſe is little ; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. 
Gon. jt. his own blame; he hath put himſelf from 
| reit, ** 
And muſt needs taſte his . . 
Reg. For his particular, I'Il receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 


Gon. So am I purpos d. 
Where is my land of Gloſter ? 
; Re-enter Grosrzx. 


Corn, Follow'd the old man forth :—he [3 return'd. 
Glo. The king is in high rage. 
Corn. Whither is he going ? ; 
Glo. He calls to horſe : but will T know not whither. 
Corn. Tis beſt to give him way; he leads himſelf. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the Bleak winds 
Do ſorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There's ſcarce a buſh. 
Reg. O, fir, to wilful men, 
The injuries, that themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their ſchool-maſters : Shut up your doors; 
He is attended with a defperate train : 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear. | 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; 'tis a w 
night; 


My Regan counſels well: come out o' the ſtorm. [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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SCENE I. 4 Heath. 4 Storm is heard, with 
W TDyhunder and Lightning. 


Enter KEN G and a Gentleman 8 meeting. | 
Kent. | 


W.s 's there, beſide foul weather? 
Gent. One minded like the weather, moſt unquietly, 
Kent. I know you; Where's the king? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful element: 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the ſea, 
Or fwell the curled waters bove the main, 
That things might change, or ceaſe: tears his white halt ; 
Which the impetuous blaſts, with eyeleſs rages 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 
Strives in his little world of man to out-ſcorn - 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-dra wn bear would couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
| Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all, 
Kent. But who is with him ? 
Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart-ſtruck jnjuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do _ you: 
And dare, upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is diviſion, , 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall ; s 
Who have (as who have not, that their great ſtars 
brone and ſet high?) ſervants, who ſeem no leſs; 
Which are to France the ſpies and ſpeculations | 
E of our ſtate ; what hath been ſeen, 
ither in ſnuffs and packings of the dukes; 
8 rr 5 1 f 55 of them have borne 
Againſt the old kind king; or ſomething deeper, 
5 | Per. ; 


[ 


Whereof, perchance, -theſe are but furniſhings j-- - 
(Fob true it is, from France there comes a power I X 
Into this ſcatter'd kingdom; who already, 
Wiſe in our negligence, have ſecret fee 
In ſome of our beſt ports, and are at point 
To ſhew their open banner Now to you; 
If on my credit you dare build ſo far i | «2 
To make your ſpeed ts Dover, you ſhall find | 
Some that will thank you, making juſt report * 
Of how unnatural and bemadding ſorrow | 
The king hath cauſe to plain. | 
I am a gentleman of blood and breeding, 
And ſrom ſome knowledge and aſſurance, offer 
This office to you.] | 
Gent. I will tall further with you. _ | | 
Kent. No, do not. | 3 | | | 
For confirmation that I am much more | 
Than my. out-wall, open this purſe, and take 
What it contains: If you ſhall ſee Cordelia 
(As fear not but you ſhall), ſhew her this ring; 
Andeſhe will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. +Fie on this ſtorm ! 
I will go ſeek the king. | 
Gent. Give me your hand: Have you no more ta ſay? 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet; | 
That, when we have found the king (in which your pain 9 
That way; I'II this), he that firſt lights on him, 
Holla the other. Ie Erxeunt ſeverally.- 


1 
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SCENE II. Amther Part of the Heath.”  Styrm | 
fill. Enter LEAR, and Fol. Fon | 


Lear; Blow winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 
You cataraQts, and hurricanoes, ſpout | 
Till you have drench'd our ſteeples, 'drown'd the cocks! 
You ſulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, ; 
Singe my white head |! Radeon all- ſhaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o er the word | 
— 1 | Crack 
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Crack nature's mould; all germens ſpill at once, 
That make ingrateful man + 3 
Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry houſe is 
better than this rain- water out o' door. Good nuncle, 
in, and aſk thy daughter's bleſſing; here's a night pities 
neither wiſe men nor fools. - . | 
Lear. Rumble thy belly full! Spit, fire! ſpout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
J tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no ſubſcription ; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure ; here I ſtand, your ſlave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man :— 
But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt a head 
So old and white as this. O! O! ttis foul! 
Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a good 
head-piecteQ. | 


The cod. piece that will houſe,, 
Before the head has any: 
The head and he ſball louſe ;— 
Ft So beggars marry many. 
Dye man that makes his toe 8 
I bat he his heart ſhould make, 
Shall of a corn cry, woe ! 
And turn his ſleep to wake. 


for there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made 
mouths in a glaſs. 


| | Enter KENT. 


Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will ſay nothing. 

Kent. Who's there? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod- piece; that's a 
wiſe man, and a fool. 2 127 
Kent. Alas, fir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe; the wrathful ſkies 


Gallow 
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Gallow the very wanderers of the dax, 
And make them keep their caves : Since I was man, 

Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 

Remember to have heard: man's nature cannot carry 

The affliction, nor the fear. b 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 

That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipt of juſtice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 

Thou perjur d, and thou ſimilar man of virtue 

That art inceſtuous : Caitiff, to pieces ſhake; 

That under covert and convenient ſeeming 

Haſt practisd on man's life !—Cloſe pent-up guilts, 

Rive your concealing continents, and cry | 

Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace. I am a man, 

Mor ſinn'd againſt, than ſinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 

Some friendſhip will it lend you gainſt the tempeſt ; 
Repoſe you there: while I to this hard houſe 
More hard than is the ſtone whereof tis rais d; 

hich even but now, demanding after you, 

Deny'd me to come in, return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſy. 
_ _ Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy : How doſt, my boy ? Art cold? 
Jam cold my ſelf.— Where is this ſtraw, my fellow? 
The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel.— 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 

That's ſorry yet for thee. 


Fool. He that has a little tiny wit— 
With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain— 
we make content with his fortunes fit! 
= 7 


r the rain it raineth every day. 


Lear, True, my good boy.—Come bring us to this 
8 D 2 


[Exit . 


novel. 


7 
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Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. 
III ſpeak a prophecy ere I go: 

When prieſts are more in word than matter; 

When brewers mar their malt with water; 

When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 

No heretics burn'd, but wenches' ſuitors : 

Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, 

That going ſhall be us'd with feet.— 

When every caſe in law is right; 

No ſquire in debt, nor no poor knight; 

When ſlanders do not live in tongues 

Nor cut-purſes come not to throngs ; 

When uſurers tell their gold i' the field; 

And bawds, and whores, do churches build; 

Then ſhall the realm of Albion | 

Come to great confuſion. 


This prophecy Merlin fhiall make; for I live before his 
time. Ie. 


Vw ® 
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SCENE III. An Apartment in Glos rA Caſtle. 
Enter GLosTER, and EDMUND. 


Gl. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing: When I deſir d their leave that I might pity him, 
they took from me the uſe of my own houſe ; charg'd me, 
on pain of their perpetual diſpleaſure, neither to ſpeak of 
him, entreat for him, nor any way ſuſtain him. 

Fam. Moſt ſavage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to; ſay you nothing: There is diviſion be- 
tween the dukes; and a worſe matter than that: I have 
received a letter this night; tis dangerous to be ſpoken. 
II have lock id the letter in my cloſet: theſe injuries the 


king now bears will be revenged home; there is part of 


a power already footed: we muſt incline to the king, I 
will ſeek him, and privily relieve him ; go you, and main- 


- tain talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him 
| perceived: If he aſk for me, I am ill, and gone to 


bed. 
1 


by 
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If 1 die for it, as no leſs is threatened. me, the king my ol 
maſter muſt be, relieved, There is ſome ſtrange thing 
toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful; Exil. 

_ Edm., This courteſy, forbid thee, ſhall the duke 
Inſtantly know; and of that letter too :— | 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and mu draw me 
That which my father loſes; no leſs than all; 

The younger riſes, when the old doth fall. [LExit. 


— — 


SCE NE IV. 4 Hart of the Heath, with a Havel. 
Euter Lear, KENT, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enter: 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough ©  ., | 
For nature to endure. [Storm full. 

| Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my heart? wh 
Kent. 1'drather break mine own : Good my lord, enter. 
Lear. Thoy think 'ſt tis much, that this contentious 
ſtorm * 8 
Invades us to the ſkin: fo tis to the; 
But where the greater malady is fix d, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou dſt ſhun. a bear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging ſ 1 
Thou ' dſt meet the hear i the mouth. "When the mind's 
res, I; N 
The body's delicate: the tempeſt in my mind 
Doth from my ſenfes take all feeling elſe, 
Save What beats there Filial ingratitude 
Is it not as this mouth ſhould tear this hand, 
For lifting food to't ?—But I will puniſh home: 
No, I will weep no more. In ſuch a night | 
To ſhut me out !—Pour on; I will endure:— 
Jn ſuch a night as this? O Regan! Goneril |— 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave you all 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; | 
No mare of that | 


Aen. Good my lord, enter here. 


Lear. 
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_ Egg. Away! the foul fiend follows me !— 
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Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf; ſeek thine own eaſe ; 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, —But Ill go in ,— 
In, boy; go firſt. —[Tothe Fol.] You houſeleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll 1 


[Fool goes in. 


Poor naked wretches, whereſoe er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm, 96-1 
How ſhall-your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides _ 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 


From ſeaſons fuch as theſe? O, I have ta'en + 


Too little care of this! Take phyſic, Pomp; 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel; 
That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heavens more juſt. _ en 
* Bag. [Within.) Fathom and half, fathom and half? 
| Poor Tom! | - | Lo" gs, = 
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a ſpirit. 
Help me, help me! | The Fool runs out from the Hovel. 
* .Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who's there? n 
Fool. A ſpirit, a ſpirit! he fays his name's poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble there 1' the ſtraw? 
Come forth. e d TL 


Enter Encas, diſguiſed as Mud n.. 


- 


Through the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.— — 
Humph ! ga to thy cold bed, and warm thee, 
Lear, Haſt thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this? x. 5, ag 
Eag. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, through 


ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire ; that hath 


laid knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; ſet 
ratſbane by his porridge: made him prond of heart, to 
ride on a bay trotting horſe over. four-inch'd bridges, to 
courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor :—Bleſs thy five wits! 


Tom's a-cold.—O, do de, do de, do de.—Blefs thee 


from whirl-winds, ſtar-blaſting, and taking! Do poot 
Tom ſome charity, whom the foul fiend vexes:— There 
8 could 
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could I have him now—and there—and there—and there 


again, and there. 5 LOG fill. 
Lear. Wim, have his daughters brought him to this 
8 — | | > 

Could'ſt thou fave nothing? Did'ſt thou give them all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a blanket, elſe we had been all 
ſhamed. | | | Beg, | PD Bog 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, fir. 1 

Lear, Death, traitor! nothing could have ſubdu'd; 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. 

Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded fathers ; + 

Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh? ) |; 

Judicious puniſhment! twas this fleſh begot | 
Thoſe pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill ;— 

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! _ 76 | | 
Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and mad- 

men, 8 

Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend : Obey thy parents; 
keep thy word juſtly ; ſwear not ; commit not with man's 
ſworn ſpouſe , set not thy ſweet heart on proud array :;— 
Tom's a cold. | | 

Lear. What haſt thou been ? 

Edg, A ſerving-man, proud in heart and mind; that 
curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ferv'd the Juſt 
of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs with 
her: ſwore as many oaths-as I ſpake words, and broke 
them in the ſweet face of heaven: one, that ſlept in the 
contriving of luſt, and wak'd to do it: Wine lov'd I deep- 
ly; dice dearly ; and, in woman, outparamour'd the 
Turk: Falſe of heart, light of.car, bloody of hand: Hog 
in ſloth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in greedineſs, dog in mad- 
neſs, lion in prey. Let nat the creaking of ſhoes, nor 
the ruſtling of filks, betray thy poor heart to women: 
Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lenders' books, and defy the. foul fiend. — 
Slüll through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: ne 

uum 
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ſnum, mun, ha no nanny, dolphin my boy, boy, Seſſy; 
let him trot by. \ [ Storm ſtill. 
Lear. Why thou were better in thy grave, than to 
anſwer with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the ſkies, 
Ils man no more than this? Conſider him well: Thou 
oweſt the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no 
wool, the cat no perfume :—Ha! here's three af us are 
| ſophiſticated!—PFhou art the thing itſelf : unaccommodat- 
ed man is no more but fuch a-poor, bare, forked animal 
as thou art, Off, off, you lendings Come; unbutton 
here.— | [ Tearing off his clothes. 
Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be cantented ; this is a naughty 
night to ſwim in, Now a little fire in a wild field, were 
like an old lecher's heart; a ſmall ſpark, and all the reſt 
of his body cold, Look, here comes a walking fire. 
Eag. This is the fou! fiend Flibbertigiblet: he begins a 
curfew, and walks till the firſt cock; he gives the weh 
and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hare-lip ; 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature o 
earth. - - * N | 


Saint Nithold footed thrice the wald: 
He met the hight-mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her alight, . 
And her trath plight, : 
And, aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee! 


Th Kent. How fares your grace? 


3 Enter Glos ER, with a Torch. 


Lear. What's he? 28 

Kent. Who's there? What is't you ſeek ? 
' Gli. What are you there? Your names? 

Edg. Poor Tom; that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water-newt ; 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, - 
eats cow-dung for fallets ; ſwallows the old rat, and the 
ditch-dog; drinks the green mantle of the ſtanding-pool ; 
who is whipt from ything to tything, and ſtock d, pu- 
niſh*a and impriſon'd ; who hath had three ſuits to his 

| A . back, 
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back, ſix ſhirts to his body, horſe to ride, and weapon te 
Wear 


But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall * 
Have been Tom s food for ſeven long year. 


Beware my follower : peace, Smolkin; peace, thou fiend! 
Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? 
Ag. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's call'd and Mahu, | 
Glo. Our fleth and blood, my lord, is grown ſo =_ 
That it doth hate what gets it. 
Eag. Poor Tom's a-cold. 
Gh. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrrannous night take hold upon you; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 
And bring you' where both fire and food is ready. 
Lear. Firlt let me talk with this philoſopher :— 
What is the cauſe of thunder? 
Kent. My good lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the houſe. 
Lear. Il talk a word with this fins learned Theban;— 
What is your ſtudy ? 
Edg. How to prevent the fiend and to kill vermin. 
Lear. Let me aſk you one word in private. 
Kent, Importune him once more to go, my lord, 
His wits begin to unſettle. [Storm fill. 
G/:. Canſt thou blame him? 
His daughters ſeek his death! Ah, that good Kent!— 
He ſaid, it would be thus or baniſh'd man | 
Thou ſay” ſt, the king grows mad; I'll tell thee, AC 
I am almoſt mad myſelf: I had a ſon, 
Now out-law'd from my blood ; he ſought my life, 
But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend 
No father his bn dearer : true to tell thee, . 
The grief hath eraz d my wits. What a night's is! 
] do beſeech your grace — Vi 
Lear. O, cry you mercy, fir :>— | 
Noble philoſopher, your company, offi its 
Edg. 
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« Eds. Tom's a-cold, 7 
Gh. In, fellow, there, to the hevel: wg Ss warm, 
Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 
Lear. With him; 
Iwill keep ſtill with my philoſopher. 
Kent, Good my lord, ſooth him; let him take — 
fellow. | 
Gh. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Glo. No words, no words; huſh ! 
| Edg. Child Rowland 40 the dark tower came, 
Hes word was - Fie, foh, and fum, 5 
. 2 the blood of a Britiſh man. [ Exeunt.' 
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SCENE V. GrosTER's Caſtle. 
nter CorRnwaALL, and EDMUND. 


| Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his pals” 
Edm. How, my lord, I may be cenſur d, that nature 
thus gives way to loyalty, ſomething fears me to think of. 
Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro, 
ther's evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death ; but a 
| provoking merit, ſet a-work by a reprovable badneſs in 
himſelf. - : 
| Edm, How de Wa is my ſortune, that I muſt re- 
pent to be juſt! This is the letter which he ſpoke of, 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advantages 
of France. O heavens! that this treaſon were not, or 
not I the detector! 
Corn. Go with me to the dutchefs. 
Edrg. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
—_— buſineſs in hand. 
orn, True, or falſe, it hath made thee earl of Gloſter. 
Seele out where thy father is, that he may be ready for 
our apprehenſion. 
Fam. | Afide.| If I find him comforting the king, it 
will ſtuff his ſuſpicion more fuily,—I will perſevere i in my 
UA cCourle 


—̃ 


1 — .. TT OG 
— — . « wt * — — —— 
6— IR _ 


> — was — 


= _ — 
- 


* 3 
. ³ w 


xING IE. 59 
courſe of loyalty, though the conflict be ſore between that 


and my bloed. 
Corn. I will lay truſt upon thee ; : and thou ſhalt find 2, 
dearer father in my love. | | [Exeunt.” | 


—_ 


8 E N E VI. A Chamber in a Farm- Houſe. 
Enter GuosTer, LEAR, KenT, Fool, and EDA R. 


Gl. Here is better than the open air ; take it thank- 
fully : I will piece out the comfort with what addition L 
can: I will not be long from you. [ Em. 

Kent. All.the power of his wits has given yy to his 
impatience :—The gods reward your kindneſs 

Edg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is an 
angler in the lake of darkneſs. Pray, innocent, and be- 
ware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, mh, a ' madman 
be a gentleman, or a yeoman? | | | 

Lear. A king, a king! | 

Fool. No; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to his 
ſon : for he's a mad yeoman, that ſees his ſon a gentle- 
man before him. | 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon them: 

Eag. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad, that truſts in the tameneſs of a wolf, 
a horſe's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath. 

Lear. It ſhall be done, I will arraign them ſtraight : 
Come, fit thou here, molt learned juſticer :— [To ED AR. 
Thou, ſapient fir, a. here. | To the Fool. FNo, you 

ſhe-foxes 
Eag. Look, where he ſtands and glare ee 
thou eyes at trial, madam ? 


| Came oer the bourn, Beſſy, to me 
Fool. Her 2. hath a leak, 
And ſhe muſt not ſpeak 5 
Why ſhe dares not come over to thee. 
Eag. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of 
8 wghtingale. — cries in Tom's belly for two 
white 


* 
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white herrings. Croak not, black angel; I have no food. 
for thee. 
Kent. How da you, fir ? Stand you not ſo, amaz d: 
Will you lie down and reſt upon the cuſhions ? | 
Lear. Ill fee and trial rst — 4 in an evi- 
dience.— . 
Thou robed man of juſtice, ot thy place: — 


To EDGAR, 

And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, £ the Fool. 

Bench. by his ſide : Lou are of the commiſſion, - - 

Sit you too. 7 [Fo KENT, 
Lag. Let us deal Juſtly, 


we? or wake theb, jully gbd . 
; ſheep be in the corn: 
. 2 blaſt. of thy minikin mouth, 
hy ſheep 2 take no 


'Purre ! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firſt; 'tis ee I here take my 
oath before this honourable aſſembly, WE kick'd the poor 
king her father. 

8 Fo. Come hither, miſtreſs; is your name Goneril 0 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a point - Mol. : 

Lear. And here's another whofe warpt looks proclaim 
What ſtore her heart is made on. Stop her there! 

Arms, arms, ſword, fire Corruption in the place! 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her ſcape 4 | 

Eag. Bleſs 75 five wits! % 

Kent. O pity Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you fo: of have boaſted to retain i 

Zag. My tears begin to take his part fo much, 
They'll mar my connterfeiting. [Alle. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, e 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, ſee, they bark at me, 

. Tom will throw his head at them; Avaunt, 

you curs ! 


Be thy mouth or black or white, 
e that poiſons if! i bite; . 


Maſtiff, 
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Maſtiff, grey-hound, mungril grim / 
Hound, or ſpaniel, brache, or lym; | 
Or bob-tail tike, or trundle-tail ; | 
Tom will make him weep and wall : 
For, with throwing thus my head, 0 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. | 7 
Do de, de de. Seſſy, come, march to wakes and fairs 
And market-towns: — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan, ſee what 
breeds about her heart : Is there any cauſe in nature, that 
makes theſe hard hearts ?—You, fir, I entertain you for 
one of my hundred; only,. I do not like the faſhion of 
our garments : you will ſay, they are Perſian attire ; but 
Jet them be chang'd. „ [To EDGAR. 
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and reſt awhile. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe ; draw the curtains ; 
So, ſo ſo: We'll go to ſupper i' the morning: So, {o, fo. 
Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon. | 


Re-enter GLOSTER.. 
Glo. Come hither, friend: Where is the king my 


maſter? 
Kent. Here, fir; but trouble him not, his wits aus 
one. 


Cl. Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms; 

I have, o'er-heard a plot of death upon him: | 

There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 

And drive toward Dover, friend, ,where thou ſhalt 
meet X HIT: 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy maſter ; 

If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an hour, his life, 

With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 

Stand in aſſured loſs: Take up, take up; 

And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 

Give thee quick conduct. 

. | Kent. ppreſſed nature ſleeps :— 

This reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken ſenſes, 

Which, if convenience will not fant : 

Stand in hard cure, —Come, help to bear thy maſter ; 

Thou muſt not ſtay behind. I * 


„„ KING LEAR. 
Glo. Come, Come, a Way. 
1 | | [ Exeunt, bearing off the King, 
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Eag. When we our betters ſee bearing our woos, 
We ſcarcely think our miſeries our foes. 
* Who alone ſuffers, ſuffers molt i' the mind; 
| Leaving free things, and happy ſhows, behind: 
But then the mind much ſufferance doth O erſkip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowſhip. 


How light and portable my pain ſeems now, 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow; 


He childed, as I father'd !——Tom, away: 
Mark the high noiſes ; and thyſelf racy N „ 
When falſe opinion, whoſe wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy juſt proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. | 
What will hap more to-night, ſafe ſcape the king! 
Lurk, lurk.] FA Exit. 


— 


1 
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8 SCENE VII. GrosTtR's Caftle. 
Enter CORNWALL, REGAN, GONERIL, and Servants. 


Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my lord your huſband ; ſhew him 
this letter :—the army of France is landed ;—Seek out 


the tzaitor Gloſter, [ Exeunt Servants. 
. Reg. Hang hinv inſtantly. 
| Gon. Pluck out his eyes. | ei 
Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmund, keep 
you our ſiſter company; the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traiterous father, are not fit for your be- 
holding.  Advife the duke, when you are going, to a 
5 moſt feſtinate preparation; we are bound to the like. 
Our poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. 
Farewel, dear lifter ;—farewel, my lord of Gloſter. 


' Enter Steward. 


Þ How now? Where's the king? | 
ns: Stew. My lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence: 


Some five or fix and thirty of his knights, Y 
| Fee 
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Hot queſtriſts after him, met him at the gate; 
Who, with ſome other of the lord's dependants, | | 
Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they boaſt | 
To have well-armed friends. 
Corn. Get horſes for your miſtreſs. 
Gon, Farewel, ſweet lord, and ſiſter. | 
[Exeunt GONER1L, and EDMUND. 
Corn. Edmund, farewel, ——Go, ſeek the traitor, 
Gloſter, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us :— 
Though well we may not pals upon his life 
Without the form of juſtice ; yet out power 
Shall do a courteſy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The 
traitor ? 


Enter GLOSTER, brought in by Servants. 


Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 
Coo Bind faſt his corky arms 
Glo. What mean your graces ?—Good my friends, 
conſider 
You are my gueſts; do me no foul play, friends. 


Corn. Bind him, I fa ay [ They bind him. 
Reg. Hard, hard :—O filthy traitor ! 


Glo, Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him; Villain, thou ſhale 


find - [REGAN plucks his Beard. 
Gb By the kind gods, tis moſt ignobly done ; 
Jo pluck me by the beard. 


Reg. So white, and ſuch a traitor ! 
Ghe Naughly lady, 
Theſe hairs, which thou doſt raviſh from my chin, * 
Will quicken, and accuſe thee : 1 am your hoſt ; 
With robber's hands, my hoſpitable favours 
You ſhould not ruffle thus. hat will you do? 
Corn. Come, fir, what letters had you late from | 
France ? 
Reg. Be ſimple-anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed } in the kingdom ? 


3 | Reg. 
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Reg. To whoſe hands have you ſent the Janatic king 1 
ak. 
lis. I have a letter gueſſingly ſet down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos d. 
Corn. Cunning. 
Reg. And falſe. 
Cern. Where haſt thou ſeht choking? 
Glo. To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 


Wat thou not charg'd at-peril—— 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him firſt auſwer that. 


Glo. I'm ty'd to the ſtake, and I muſt ſtand the N 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? | 
Ghe. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy herce ſiſter 
In his anointed fleſh {tick boariſh fangs. 
The ſea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endur d, would have buoy'd up, 
And quench'd the ſtelled fires: yet, poor old heart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ſtern time, 
Thou ſhoul@ſt have ſaid, Good porter, turn the key: 
All cruels elſe ſubſcribd : But I thall ſee 
The winged vengeance overtake ſuch children. 
Corn. See it ſhalt thou never: — Fellows, hold the | 
chair 
Urne theſe eyes of thine II ſet my foot. 
[GLOSTER 7s mY down, whale Comma treads 
out one of his 
Glo. He, that will hiv to live *till he be 61d, 
Give me ſome help: O cruel ! O ye gods! 
Reg. One tide will mock another; the other too. 
Corn. If you ſee vengeance— 
Ser. Hold your hand, my lord: | 
J have ſerv'd yuu ever face] Was a child; 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. x 
- Reg. How now, you dog? . 


A 
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© Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd ſhake it on this quarrel! What do you mean? 
Corn. My villain! * . _ | Draws, and runs at him. 
Serv. Nays, then come on, and take the chance of 
| anger. [ Fight ; CORNWALL i thun ,. 
Reg. | To another Servant, ] Give me thy ſword—A 
| peaſant ſtand up thus! . 
| Gomes behind, and kills him. 
Serv. O, I am flain!—My lord, yet you have ons 


ye left 7 2 Ig 

To ſee ſome miſchief on him: O! Dies. 
Corn, Leſt it ſee more, prevent it ;—Out, vile jelly ! 

Where is thy luſtre now ? Treads the other aus. 
Glo. All dark and comfortleſs. Where's my ſon Ed- 

mund? 25 | 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of nature, 
To quit this hornd act. WEE k 


Reg. Out, treacherous villain! | 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee ;* it was he 
That made the overture of thy treaſons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. | 
Gl. O my follies! f ain bps 0 
Then Edgar was abus d.— | 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him 
Reg. Go, thruſt him out at gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. How is't, my lord? How look you? 
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt: Follow me, lady.— 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain :—throw this ſlave 
Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace: 
Untimely comes this hurt: Give me your arm, © 
[Exit CORNWALL, Jed by REGAN ;—Servants leaf 
I GLOSTER out, | 
1 Ser. Fil never care what wickedneſs I do, 
If this man come to good. 
2 Ser. If ſhe live long, "LN 
And, in the end, meet the old courſe of death, 
Women will all turn monſters. TT. 
1 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
To lead him where he would; his roguiſh madneſs 
Allows itſelf to any thing. | . 
| E 2 Serv, 
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2 Serv. Go thou; T'll fetch ſome flax, and whites of 


„ . | 
Io apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him! 


[ Extunt ſeverally, 
DT iv. 
SCENE I. An open Country. Enter EDGar. 
Edgar. 


> 56S better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter d. To be worſt, 
The loweſt, and moſt dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear: | 
The lamentable change is from the beſt ; 

The worſt returns to ee Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtantial air, that I embrace! 

The wretch, that thou halt blown unto the worſt, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts. —But who comes here > 


Enter GLOSTER, led by an old Man. 


My father, poorly led? World, world, O world! 
- But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be gone: 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, | 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, fir, you cannot ſee your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes 3; 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw : Full oft 'tis ſeen, 

Our mean ſecures us; and our mere defects 

Prove our commodities. —O, dear fon, Edgar, 

The food of thy abuſed father's wrath! 

Might I but live to ſee thee in my touch, 

1'd fay, I had eyes again! | 5 
PF 17 
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O Man. How now? Who's there? WI 
Ede. (4f#e.] O gods! Who is't can ſay, I am at the 
worſt: a 
I am worſe 0 e er I was. 
- » Old Man. Tis poor mad Tom. 637 
Ede. [Afide,] And worſe I may be yet: The worſt is 
not, $, 0 
So long as we can ſay, This is the worſt; 
Old Man. Fellow, where goeſt ? 
Glo. Is it a beggar- man? f 
Old Man. Madman and beggar too. | | 
Glo, He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 
T' the laſt night's ſtorm I ſuch'a fellow ſaw ; 3 
Which made me think a man a worm: My ſon 
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarce friends with him: I have heard more 
ſince : 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods; 
They kill us for their ſport. | 
Edg. How ſhould this be ? — 
Bad is the trade, that mult play the fool to ſorrow, 
Angring itſelf and others. | Aſide. ] Bleſs thee, 
| maſter ! $502 
Ch. Is that the naked fellow? 
Old Man. Ay, my lord. | 
Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone: If, for my ſake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twainz 
I the way to Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring ſome covering for this naked ſoul, 
Whom [I'll entreat to lead me. 
Old Man. Alack, fir, he is mad. 5 
Ch. T — the time's plague, when madmen lead the 
ind: | 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleaſure ; 
Above the reſt, begone. 
Od Man. I'll bring him the beſt *parel that I have, 
Come on't what will. [ Exit, 
Gl. Sirrah, naked fellow. ; 
Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.—T cannot daub it further. 
| Aſide. 
E 2 - K. 
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Slo. Come hither, Flow. 1 | 
Ea. de.] And yet I muſt. | > n 
= 45 weet — they bleed. 3 AR 

Glo. Know'ſt thou the way to Dover ? | 

Edg. Both ſtile and gate, horſe-way and foot-path. 
Poor. Tom hath been ſcar d out of his good wits : Bleſs 

thee, good man's fon, from the foul fiend! | Five fiends 
have been in poor Tom at once; of luſt, as Obidicut; 
Hobbididance; prince of dumbneſs: Mabu, of ſtealing; 
Modo, of murder; and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and 
mowing; who ſince poſſeſſes chamber-maids and watting- 
women. - $0, bleſs thee, maſter !} 
SIe. Here, take this purſe, thou whom the heaven's. 

| plagues - : n * 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes: that I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier :—Heavens, deal fo ſtill! 
Let the ſuperfluous, and luſt-dieted man, | 
That flaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 
Becauſe he doth not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So diſtribution ſhould undo exceſs, 
And each man have enough.—Doſt thou know Dover ? 
Gio. There is a cliff, whoſe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll reparr the miſery thou doſt bear, 
With ſomething rich about me ; from that place 
I ſhall no leading need. | 

. Edg. Give me thy arm; 

Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. _ [Exeunt. 


* 


SCENE II. The Duke of Al BAN T's Palace. 
Enter GoxxxIL and EDbuu und. 
Gon. Welcome, my lord; I maryel, our mild huſband 
Not met us on the way: Now, where's your maſter ? 
| Enter Steward. 


. Sew, Madam, within; but never man ſo chang'd: 
I told him of the army that was landed; 
| | o | on, 
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He ſmil'd at it: I told him, you were coming; 
His anfwer was, The worſes of Gloſter's treachery, 
And of the loyal ſervice of his ſon, ' | 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me fot; - 
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong ſide out | 
What moſt he ſhould diflike, feems pleaſant to him; 
What like, offenſive. * | 28 = 

Gon. Then ſhall you go no further. [Te Epmvund. 
It is the cowiſh terror of his ſpirit, 
That dares not undertake: he H not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an anſwer: Our withes, on the way, 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; ve 
Haſten his muſters, and conduct his powers: 
J muſt * arms at home, and give the diſtaff 
Into my huſband's hands. This truſty ſervant 
Shall paſs between us: ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, | 


A miftreſs's command. Wear this; ſpare ſpeech ; 


| | Groing @ Faviur, 

Decline your head: this kiſs, if it durſt ſpeak, 
Would ftretch thy ſpirits up into the air 
Conceive, and fare thee well. | 

Edm. Your's in the ranks of death. + 

Gon. My moſt dear Gloſter! [ Exit EDMuND. 
O, the difference of man, and man! - | 
To thee a woman's ſervices are due 
My fool uſurps my body. 

Stew, Madam, here comes my lord. | | 


Enter ALBANY, 


Gon, I have been worth the whiſtle, 
Alb. O Goneril! | i 
You are not worth the duſt which the rude wind 

Blows in your face. I fear your diſpoſition ; 
That nature, which contemns its origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itſelf; - 

She that herſelf will fliver and diſbranch 

From her maternal ſap, 'perforce muſt wither, 
And come to deadly uſe. . 
Con. No more; the text is fooliſh. 
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Alb. Wiſdom and goodneſs to the vile ſeem vile} 
Filths ſavour but themſelves. What have you done! 


| FH one not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 
A 


ather, and a gracious aged man, | 
Whoſe reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick, 


Moſt barbarous, moſt degenerate! have you madded : 


Could my good brother ſuffer you to do it! 
A man, a prince, by him ſo benefited? 
If that the heavens do not their viſible ſpirits 
Send quickly down' to tame theſe vile offences, 
*F will come, humanity muſt perforce prey on 
Itſelf, like monſters of the deep, Ws 
Gon. Milk-liver'd man! ws | 
That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcerning _ 
Thine honour from thy ſuffering ; that not know'ſt, 
Fools do thoſe villains pity, who are puniſh'd 
Ere they have done their miſchief, ere's thy drum? 
France ſpreads his banners in our noiſeleſs land ; | 
With plymed helm thy ſlayer begins threats; 
Whilſt thou, a moral fool, ſit'ſt ſtill, and cry'ſt, 
Alack ! Why does he ſo? © wp. - 
Alb. See thyſelf, devil! | | 0 
Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 
Son. O vain fool! | | 
Alb. Thou changed and ſelf-cover'd thing, for ſhame, 
Be-monſter not thy feature. Were it my fitneſs 
To let theſe hands obey my blood, 
They are apt enough to diflocate and tear 


Thy fleſh and bones: —Howe'er thou art a fiend, +: 


A woman's ſhape doth ſhield thee. 
Gon, Marry, your manhood now! 


2 Enter Meſſenger. 
 Alh. What news? | 
Meſ. O7my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's dead! 
Slain by his ſervant, going to put out | 
The other eye of Gloſter, | 
41b. Gloſter's eyes} | 
| 0 
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Me. A ſervant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 

Oppos againſt the act, bending his ſword 

To his great maſter; who, thereat enrag d, [3 

Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead: * 

But not without that harmful ſtroke, which ſince 

Hath pluck'd him after. 
Alb. This ſhews you are above, 

You juſticers, that theſe our nether crimes 

So ſpeedily can venge!—But, O 27 Gloſter! 

Loſt he his other e. 

Meſ. Both, both, my lord. 
This letter, madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer 
*1'is 8 our ſiſter. 

Gon. [4 02 One way I like this well; | 

But, * widow, and my Gloſter with hes, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 

Upon my hateful life: Another way, 

The news is not ſo tart. —I'l1 read, and fe; [ Exit. 
Alb. Where was his ſon, when they did take his __ 
410 Come with my lady hither. 

. He is not here. | 
17 No, my good lord; I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickedneſs? ? 
Mef. . my good lord; twas he infortn'd againſt 


7 


And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhment 
Might have the freer courſe, 

Alb. Gloſter, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dſt the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend; 
Tell me what more thou knoweſt, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The French Camp, near Dover. 


Enter KENT and a Gentleman. 
Kent. why the king of France is ſo e gone 


Know you the reaſon? _ | 
Gent, Something he left pan in the ſtate, . 
Which 


% 
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Which fince his coming forth is thought of ; which 


Imports to the kingdom fo much fear and danger, 
That his = rſunal return was moſt requir'd and neceſſary, 


Kent. Who hath he left behind him general? 
Sent. The mareſchal of France, Monſieur le Fer. 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen 
To any demonſtration of grief? 
Gent. Ay, * ſhe took them, read them in my pre- 


And now and 6 an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it feem'd, ſhe: was a queen 
Over her paſſion ; who, moſt rebel- 12 0 - 
Sought to be king o'er her. 
ent, O, then it mov'd her, — | 
Sent. Not t0 à rage; patience and forrow firovs 
Who ſhould exprefs er goodlieſt. You have ſeen 
Sunſhine and rain at once; her ſmiles and tears 
- Were like a better day, Thoſe happy ſmiles, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem d not to know 
What gueſts were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 
\ As pearls from diamonds dropt.—In brief, forrow | 
Would be a rarity moſt beloy'd, if all 
Could fo become it, 


Kent. Made ſhe no verbal queſtion ? 
Gent. Yes; once, or twice, ſhe heav'd the name of 
SES * '/ 
Pantingly forth; as if it preſs'd her heart; 
Cry'd, Sifters | ! fifters Shame of ladies] fi 4. or ers! 
Kent ! father |! fifters ! hat? i fr vat i the 3 L 
| Let pity not be believed !— There ſhe 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 
And clamour moiſten'd her : then away ſhe honed 
To deal with grief alone. 
Kent. It is the ſtars, 
The ſtars above us, govern our conditions ; 3 
Elſe one ſelf mate and mate could not be 
Such different. iſſues. You'ſpoke not with her Une * 
Gent. No. 
Kent. Was this before the Ed. returg'd?. | L 
nn ſince. n 2 7 1 8 
4) | | Kent, 
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Kent. Well, fir : the poordiſtreſs'd Lear is i the town, 


Who ſometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to ſee his daughter. 
Gent. Why, good fir ? Z oy | 
Kent. A fovereign ſhame fo elbows him: his own un- 
kindneſs, as FAS +. 1.2 Mo $4 
That {tripp'd her from his benediction, turn d her 
To foreign caſualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters—theſe things ſting 
His mind ſo venomouſly, that burning ſhame 
Detains him E 83 | 
Gent. Alack, poor gentleman 4 
Kent, Of Albauy's = Cornwall's powers youheardnot? 
Gent. *Tis ſo; they are a- foot. FEY 
Kent. Well, fir, I'll bring you to our maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him : ſome dear cauſe 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile z _ 
When I am known aright, you 77 not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, gos 
Along with me.] | Freun. 


* 
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SCENE IV. A Tent in the Camp at Dover. 
Enter CORDELIA, Phyſician, and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, tis he; why, he was met even now + 
As mad as the vex d ſea: finging aloud ; - 
Crown'd with rank famiter, and furrow weeds, 
With harlocks, hemlock, - nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining corn.—A century ſend forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, : 
And bring him to our * can man's wiſdom do, 
In the reſtoring his bereaved ſenſe ? 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 
_ Phy. There are means, madam : | 
Our faſter nugſe of nature is repoſe, 
The which helacks ; that to provoke in him 


Are 
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Are many ſimples operative, whoſe power 

Will cloſe the eye of anguiſh. 
Cor. All bleſt ſecrets, 
All you unpubliſh'd virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears! be aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man's diſtreſs !—Seek, ſeek for him! 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve the life | 
That wants the means to lead it. 


5 Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mes. News, madam ; 
The Britiſh powers are marching hitherward. 
Cor. Tis known before; our preparation ſtands 
In expectation of them, —O dear father, 
It is thy buſineſs that I go about; 
Therefore great France | 
My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right: 
Soon may I hear and fee him [ Exeunt, 


: - * 


1 EN E V. Recan's Palace. 


Enter REGAN, and Steward. 


Reg. But are my brother's powers fet forth? 
Stew Ay, madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in perſon there? 
Stew. Madam, with much ado ; 
Your ſiſter is the better ſoldier. 
Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lady at home? 
Stew. No, madam. 
Reg. What might import my ſiſter's letter to him? 
Sew. I know not, lady. 
Reg. Faith, he is poſted hence on ferious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloſter's eyes being out, 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch "OE 
1 . His 
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His nighted life; moreover, to deſcry 
The — th o' the enemy. 
Stew. I muſt needs after him, madam, with my letter. 
Reg, Our troops ſet forth to-morrow ; ſtay with us; 
The ways are dangerous. 
Stew. I may not, madam ; ; 
My lady charg'd my duty in "his buſineſs. 
Reg. Why ſhould ſhe 1 to Edmund? Might not 
ou 
Tranſport her urpoſes by _ ? "Belike, 
Something—I know not what—T'I] love thee much, 
Let me unſeal the letter, 
| Stew, Madam, I had rather 
Reg. 1know, your lady does not o hin her huſband: 
J am ſure of that: and, at her late being here, 
She gaye ſtrange ceiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund : I know, you are of her boſom. 
7 I. madam ? | 
I ſpeak in underſtanding ; you are, I know it: 
Ther fore, I do advife you, take this note: | 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's :—You may gather more. 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this; 
And when your miſtreſs hears thus much from you, 
I pray, deſire her call her wiſdom to her. 
fare you well. 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
De falls on him that cuts him off. 
$tew. 3 I could meet him, madam! I would 
ew 
What party I do follow. | | 
Reg. Fare thee well. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. The Country near Dover. 
Enter GLOSTER, and EDGAR as a Peaſant. 


Gl». When ſhall we come to the top of that ſame hill? 
Fag. You do climb up it now: look, how we el 
15. 


r 
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Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Eag. Horrible ſteep } J 
Hark, do you hear the ſea ? 
Glo. No, truly, be 
Lag. Why, then your other fenſes grow imperrect 
By your eyes' anguiſh | | | 
Ge. So may it be, indeed: 
Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phraſe, and matter, than thou didſt. 
Eds. You are much deceiv'd ; in nothing am I chang'd, 
But in my garments.” 
Glo, Methinks, you are better ſpoken. | 
Eg. Come on, fir ; here's the place :—ſtand ſtill.— 
How fearful 8 
And dizzy tis, to caſt one's eyes ſo low? 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire—dreadtul trade! 
MethinKks, he 1 no bigger than his head. 
The fiſhermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almoſt too fmall for fight : The murmuring ſurge 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high: — I' look no more; 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 
Glo. Set me where you ſtand. 3 
Edg. Give me your hand: You are now witkin a foot 
Of the extreme verge: for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 
6e. Let go my hand. 8. 8 
Here, friend, is another purſe; in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking: Fairies, and gods, 
Proſper it with thee ! Go thou further off; | 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear. thee going, | 
| Edg. Now fare ye well, good ſir. [ Seems {0 go. 
Gio. With all my heart. 
Edg. Why do trifle thus with his deſpair ?— 
"Tis done to cure it, Dips 955 


Eb. 
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Cl. O you mighty gods! IF 
This world I do renounce; and, in your fights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall vo 

To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 

My ſnuff, and loathed part of nature, ſhould 

Burn itſelf out. If Edgar live, O, bleſs him 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 


_ Edg. Gone, fir? farewel. | 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treaſury of life, when life itſelf 4 
Vields to the theft: Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had thought been paſt.— Alive, or dead ? 
Ho, you, ſir! friend !—Hear you, fir i—ſpeak ! 
Thus might he pal, indeed: Yet he revives. 
What are you, fir? | | 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 


Edg. Hadit thou been aught but goſſamer, feathers, air, 


So many fathom down precipitating, 

Thou hadſt fhiver'd like an egg: but thou doſt breathe z 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance ; bleed ſt not; ſpeak'ſt ; art ſound. 
Ten maſts at each make not the altitude, | 
Which thou haſt perpendicularly fallen ; 

Thy life's a miracle: Speak yet again, 

Gla. But have I fallen, or no? 

Edg. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourn : 
Look up a height ;—the ſhrill-gorg'd lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: do but look up-. 

Cle. Alack, I have no eyes.— J 
Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit, | 
To end itſelf by death ? Twas yet ſome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 
And fruſtrate bis proud will, 

. &dg. Give me your arm: 


Up: 80 ; How is't ? Feel you your legs? You ſtand, 


Gls. Too well, too well. 
Eg. This is above all ſtrangeneſs, bi 
Upgn the crown o' the cliff, what thing was that 
hich parted from you ? 


[He leaps, and falls elang. 
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Ch. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edgg As I ſtood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thouſand noſes, 
Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged ſea ; 

It was ſome fiend : Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the cleareſt gods, who make them honours 
Of men's impoſſibilities, have preſerv'd thee. w 
Glo. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear © 
Affliction, till it do cry out itfelf, 
Enough, enough, and dig. That thing you ſpeak of, 
A I took it for a man; often 'twould ſay, 
The fiend, the fiend ! he led me to that place. 
ag. Bear free and patient thoughts. 

comes here ? 5 

Enter LEAR, 12 dreſt up with Flnwers. 

The ſafer ſenſes will ne er accomodate 
His maſter thus. | 
Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining; I am 
the king himſelf. . R 4578 

Eag. O thou ſide-piercing ſight! W 

Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect.— There's 
your preſs- money. The fellow handles his bow like a 
crow-keeper ; draw me a clothier's yard —Look, look, a 
mouſe ! Peace, peace !—this piece of toaſted cheeſe will 
do't.— There's my gauntlet ; I'll prove it on a giant. — 
Bring up the brown bills. —O, well flown; bird !—i'the 
clout, i the clout ; hewgh! Give the word. | 

Eds. Sweet marjoram. on, ; 

Lear. Pals. - 

Glo. I know that voice. | 

Lear. Ha! ' Goneril !|—with a white beard !—They 
flatter'd me like a dog ; ard told me, I had white hairs in 

my beard, ere the black ones were there. To ſay ay, 
and no, to every thing I faid Ay and no too was no 

divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and 
the wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would- 
not peace at my bidding; there I found them, there I 
ſmelt them out. Go to, they are not men o' their words: 
they told me I was every thing; *tis a lie; I am not 


ague-proof. | 
3 2 ul. 
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' Clos, The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
Is't not the king? NI 
Lear. Ay, every inch a king: | | 
When I do ſtare, fee how the ſubject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life: What was the cauſe ?— 


Hdultery. 

Thou ſhalt not die: Die for adultery ! No: 

The wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded fly 

Does lecher in my ſight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloſter's baſtard ſon 

Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 

Got 'tween the lawful ſheets. | 

To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack ſoldiers, — 

Behold yon' ſimpering dame, | 

Whoſe face between her forks preſageth ſnow ; 

That minces virtue, and does ſhake the head 

To hear of pleaſure's name; 

The fitchew, nor the ſoiled horſe, goes to't 

With a more riotous appetite. | 

Down from the waiſt they are centaurs, 

Though women all above: 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit, | 

Beneath is all the fiends' ; there's hell, there's darkneſs, 

There is the ſulphurous pit, burning, ſcalding, ſtench, 

conſumption ;—Fie, fie, fie! pah! pah! 

Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, 

To ſweeten my imagination there's money for thee. 
Glo. O, let me kiſs that hand! 5 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt; it ſmells of mortality. 
G1. O ruin'd piece of nature! This great world 

Shall ſo wear out to nopght.—Doſt thou know me? 


Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough, Doſt thou 


ſquiny at me? No, do'thy worſt, blind Cupid ; I'll not 
"I thou this challenge ; mark but the penning 
of it. | | | 
Glo, Were all the letters ſuns, I could not fee one. 
ag. I would not take this from report ;—it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 
Lear. Read. 
© Gle. What, with the caſe of eyes? 


o KING LEAR- 
Lear. O, ho, are you there with me! No eyes "in 


your head, nor no money in your purſe? Your eyes are 

in a heavy caſe, your purſe in a light : : Yet you how 
this world goes, 

Cb. I ſeeit feelingly. | | 

Lear. What art mad? A man may ſee how this world 

| | goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : fee how yon 

Juſtice rails upon yon' fimple thief. Hark, in thine ear: 

Change places ; and handy OOO? which is the juſtice, 


which is the thief . Thou haſt a farmer's dog bark 
at a beggar? 
Slo. Ay, fir. | 
7 Lear. And the creature run 1 me er There 600 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority: a dog's 
obey'd in office. 


"A hou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why doſt thou laſh that whore? Strip thine own back; 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind 

i For which thou whipp'ſt her. The uſurer hangs the 
cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
| And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 
i Arm it in a pigmy s {traw doth pierce it. 
it Q None does offer nd, none, I ſay, none; I'll able em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To ſeal the accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs cyes ; 
And, like a ſcurvy politician, feem 0 8 
To ſee the things thou doſt not. Now, now, now, now: 
Pull off my boots; — harder, harder; fo. 
| ' Eag. O, matter and i . e e mixt [ 
| | Reafon-in madneſs! | | 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou muſt be patient: we came crying hither, 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air, 
We wawle, and cry: —I will preach to thee ; mA me. 
Cle. Alack, alack the day! 
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great ſtage of Fools; — This a good — 
| 4 t 
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It were a delicate ſtratagem, to ſhoe 181 
A troop of horſe with felt; I'll. put it in proof; 
And when I have ſtolen upon theſe ſons- in- law, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill! | 


Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 


Gent. O, here he is; lay hand upon him.—Sir, 
our moſt dear daughter | | 
Tear. No reſcue? What, a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Uſe me well; 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have a ſurgeon, 
J am cut to the brains. 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No ſeconds ? All myſelt ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of ſalt, 
To uſe his eyes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and laying autumn's duſt. — 
Gent. Good fir | 
Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom ; what ? 
I will be jovial ; come, come, I am a king, 
My maſters, know you that ? 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, come, an you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running. Sa, fa, ſa, fa. Exit, 
Cent. A ſight moſt pitiful in the meaneſt wretch ; 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a king Thou haſt one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle, fir. | 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you: What's your will? _ 
Edg. Do you hear aught, ſir, of a battle toward? 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar : every one hears that, 
Which can diſtinguiſh found. | 
Eag. But, by your favour, 
How near's the other army? 
Gent, Near, and on ſpeedy feot : the main deſcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 5 
Fag, I thank you, fir; that's all. 
Gent. Though that the queen on ſpecial cauſe is here, 
Her army is mov d on. 
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Edg. I thank you, fir. - | | Exil Gent. 

.Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take wy ES from me; 
Let not my worſer ſpirit temp me again 

o die before os pleaſe! | 

Edg. Well pray you, father. | 

Glo. Now, good fir, what are you?  -- 

ag. A moſt poor man, made tame to . blows ; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling ſorrows, — 
Am pregnant to good pity, Give me Four hand, 
I'll lead you to fome biding. 4 

Glo. Hearty thanks: 
The bounty and the benizon of heaven 
To boot, and boot! 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. A proclaim d prize; Moſt. happy ! 
That eyleſs head of thine was firſt fram d fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. — Thou old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyſelf remember :— The ſword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand | 
Put ftrength enough to it. [EDGAR oppoſes. 
« Stew. Wherefore, bold peaſant, 9 

Dar ſt thou ſupport a publith'd traĩtor? Hence; 
Leſt that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 
Eag. Ch'ill not let go, zir, without vurther caſion. 
Stew. Let go, ſlave, or thou dy'ſt. , 
Edg. Good gentleman „go your gait, and let poor 
volk pals. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger d out of my 
life, twould not ha' been zq long as tis by 2 yortoight. 
Nay, come not near the old man; keep out, che vor ye, 
or iſe try whether your coſtard or my bat be 176 harder ; 
Ch'ill be plain with you. 
Stew. Out, dunghill ! | 
Ea. Ch'ui pick your teeth, zir: Come; no matter 
vor your foyns. [Epo Ax tnocks him down, 
Stew, Slave, thou haſt lain me: > eee purſe; | 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my b ; 
And give the letters, which thou find' about me, Ca 
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To Edmund, earl of Gloſter ; ſeek him out 
Upon the Engliſh party :—O, untimely death, death !— 


Edg. I know thee well: A ſerviceable yillain z _ 
As duteous to the vices of thy miſtreſs; - 
As badneſs would deſire. | 
Glo. What, is he dead? oY | 
Ede. Sit you down; father; reſt you;— | 
Let's ſee his e theſe letters; that he ſpeaks of; 
May be my friends. — He's dead; I am only ſorry 
He had no other death's- man. Let us fee :— 
Leave, gentle wax, and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds; we'd rip their hearts; 
Their papers are more lawful. 


| Reds the Laie 


Let our xecipracal vaws be remember'd. You have many 
opportunities to cut him off : if your will want not, time and 
place will be fruitfully offered. There is nothing done, if be 
return the conquerar : Then am I the priſoner, and bis bed 
my gaol ; from the laath d warmth whereof deliver me, an, 


Jupply the place for your labour. 4 
Yar (wife, ſo I cauld ſay) ARS: 


O undiſtinguiſh'd ſpace.of woman's will !1—— - 
A plot upon her virtuoys huſband's life ; 

And the exchange, my brother !—Here, in the ſands, 
Thee I'll rake up, the poſt unſanftifked __. 

Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 

Of the death-practisd duke: For him tis well, 
That ef thy death and buſineſs I can tel. 


[Exit EDGAR, removing the Body. : 


Glo. The king is : How {iff is my vile ſenſe, 

That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feelin 5 

Of my huge ſorrows: Better I were diſtract» · 

So ſhould my thoughts be ſever d from my griefs; 5 

And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe N 

The knowledge of themſelves. e 
25 : F 2 * Re- 
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Re-enter EDGAR. 


 Edg. Give me your hand : 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum, | 
Come, father, I'll beſtow you with a friend. [Zxeunt. 


** —— 


SCENE VII. 4 Tn in the French Camp. 
* Enter .CORDELIA, KENT, and Phyſician. 


Cor. O thou-good Kent, how ſhall I live, and work, 
To match thy goodneſs ? My life will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure fail me. 0 
Leni. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o erpay d. 

All my reports go with the modeſt truth; | 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. # 

Cor. Be better ſuited : 1 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours: 

I pr'ythee, put them off. | 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam; 

Vet to be known, ſhortens my made intent: 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it ſo, my good lord. 

How does the King ? [To the Phyſicidn, 

Phyſ. Madam, fleeps till. 

Cor. O you kind gods, 

Cure this great breach in his abuſed nature 
The untun'd and jarring ſenſes, O, wind u 
Of this child-changed father ! | 

Phyſ. So pleaſe your majeſty, 

That we may wake the king ? he hath ſlept long. 

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
TI the ſway of your own will. Is he 8 


LEAR ts brought in a Chair. 


Gent. Ay, madam, in the heavineſs of his ſleep, 
. We put freſh garments on him. 


 Phy/. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 9 775 
| | Core 
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Cor. Very well. | 
Phyſ. _—_— you, draw near. Louder the muſick 
there : Nn nes 
Cor. O my dear father! Reſtoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made 
. Kent. Kind and dear princeſs! | 
Car. Had you not been their father, theſe white flakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos d againſt the warring winds ? 
To ſtand againſt the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the moſt terrible and nimble ſtroke | 
Of quick, croſs-lightning? to watch me perdu!) 
With this thin helm? Mine enemy's L 
Though he had bit me, ſhould have ſtood that night 
1 my fire; And waſt thou fain, poor father, 
o hovel thee with ſwine, and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty ſtraw ?. Alack, alack ! 
Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all.—He wakes ; ſpeak to him. 
Phyſ. Madam, do you; 'tis fitteſt. 
Cir. How 1 my royal lord? How fares your 
maje 1785 751" IV; 
Lear. You < me wrong, to take me out o' the 
| grave — — | . 
Thou art a foul in bliſs ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? | % 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know: When did you die? 
Gor. Still, ſtill, far wide | 
Phyſ. He's ſcarce awake; let him alone awhile, 
Lear. Where have I been? Where am I! Fair day- 
light ?— | 
I am mightily abus d. ſhould even die with pity, 
To ſee another thus.—I know not what to ſay.— 
I will not ſwear theſe are my hands :—let's ſee; 
feel this pin prick. . Would I were aſſur d 
Of my condition, | 
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1 O, look upon me, fir, 
Ard hold your innds in benedi&ion ver Q 
No, ſir, you muſt not kneel. 
| Lear. Prapieh l det 1222 vom CI. ny). 
| I am a very . b ounibertr va 
Fourſcore in upwards; L. 1 
Not an hour more, nor leſs: ne hand pint," El 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. W 
er e © hold know you, and Rom this we | 
Yet I am doabtfal: for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and alt the {Kill I h _ 
Remembers hot theſe garments ;, nor I — not 
Where I did lodge laſt night: Do not laugh at me F 
For, as I am w man, I think this ludy 
To be my child Cordelia 5 
Car. And ſo Lam, Fam! | 
Lear. Be your tears wer? Yes, "faith. 1 pray, weep not 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink ir. 
I know you do not love me; for your ſiſters 
Have, as I dot remember, done nie wrong: 
You hade ſome cauſe, they have not. 
2 Cir. No cauſe, no cauſe. 
Aar. Am in France? 
Kent. In your own kingdom, fir. ; 
| 1 8 not abuſe mee. 1 
V comforted; good madam : t t 
You ſee, is cur d in hit [and yet it is d 92 er, 
To make him even o'er the time he has loſt, 
Deſire him to go in; trouble him ne more, - 
Till further ſettlin ä 
Cor. Wilt plea 45 your highneſs' walk ? 
Lear. You muſt bear with me: 
Pray you now, forget and forgive: Jem old and fooklh. 
[Exernt LEAR, CokpE LIAN Phyſician and Attendants. 
Gent. Holds it true, fir, g 
Th t the duke of Cornwall was fo lain? 
Kent. Moſt certain, oe, 014 
Gent. Who is coriduRot of his people f- 
Kent. Asi i is ſaid,” the — am er Gloſter. | 
. Gent, 
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Gent, They ſay, Edgar, 
His baniſh'd ſon, is with-the earl of Kent 
In Germany, 1 
Kent. Report is changeable. 
Tis time to look about; the powers o e — 
Approach apace. 
Gent: The arbitrament is like to be bloody. | 
Fare you well, fir. [Exil. 
Kent. My point and period will be throughly wrought, 
Or well, or all, as this ey battle's hte a Eu. 


„A | 
SCENE I. The Camp of the Britifh Forces near Dover. 


Enter, with Drum and Colours, EDMUND, REecaf, 
2 ant Folders. nh 
Edu, | 
Know of the duke, if his laſt purpoſe hold; 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by aught 
To change the courſe: He's full of alteration, 
And ſelf-reproving :—bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg. Our ſiſter's man is 3 re. 15 
- Ban: "Tis to be doubted, ma 
Reg. Now, ſweet lord. | 
You $4 the goodneſs I intend upon you: 
. me but truly but then ſpeak the an, 
Bom not love my ſiſter? 
In honour'd love, 
 [ Reg. But have you never found my brother' S way 
To the fore- fended place? 

Edm. That thought abuſes | 
Reg. I am doubtful that you bare been conjunct 
And boſom'd with her, as far as we call her's. | 

Edm,. No, by my honour, madim. ] 
Reg. I never ſhall endure . Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 


* 


Jam: 


Oo 
Edm. Fear me not t= 
She, and the duke her huſband—— 


KING. LEAR. 


Enter ALBANY, GONERI1L, and Soldiers. 6 


| Gon. I had rather loſe the battle, than that ſiſter * 
= - Should looſen him and me. [Afide. 
| Alb. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met — _ 
Sir, this I hear, The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our ſtate 
Forc'd to cry out, [Where I could not be honeſt, 
I never yet was valiant : for this buſineſs, »' 
It touches us as France invades our land, 
Not bolds the king ; with others, whom, I fear, 
Moſt juſt and heavy cauſes make oppoſe. 
| Edm. Sir, you ſpeak nobly. ] 
Reg. Why is this reaſon' d? 
Gon. Combine together 'gainſt the enemy: 
For theſe domeſtic and particular broils | 
Are not to queſtion here. 
Alb. Let us then determine 
Wich the ancient of war on our proceedings. 
Edm. I ſhall attend you preſently at your tent. 
Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us? 
Gon. No. 2 fe hi | 
Reg. "Tis moſt convenient; pray you, go with us. 
Gon. [Afide.] O, ho, I know the riddle : I will go. 


As they are going out, enter EDGAR diſguiſed. 
 Eag. If e er your grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 


ear me one word. 
Alb. Till overtake you. Speak. 
[Exeunt EDM. REG. GON. and Attendants. 
Edg. before you fight the battle, ope this letter. : 
If you have victory, let the trumpet ſound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I ſeem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there: If you miſcarry, 
our buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end, 
And machination ceaſes, Fortune love you! 


Ab, 
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418. Stay, till I have read the letter. 

Eds. J was forbid jt. 
When time ſhall 4 let but the herald cry, 155 
And I'll appear again. it. 
1s, Wiy, — thee well, [ will oer look thy paper. 


Re-enter EDMUND. 


Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers. 

| 122 is the gueſs of their true ſtrenj h 4 forces 

By diligent diſcovery but your halte | 

Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time, [ Exit. 
Edm. To both the ſiſters have I ſworn my love; 

Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 

Are of the adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 

Both? one? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy'd, 

If both remain alive : To take the widow, 

Exaſperates, makes mad her ſiſter Goneril ; 

And hardly ſhall I carry out my fide, 

Her huſband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 

Let her, who would be rid of Ban deviſe 

His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he 3 to Lear, and to Cordelia 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate 

Stands on me to defend not to debate. | [ Exit. 


———— 


1 „ 


SC EN VE II. 4 Bals between the two Cul: Alarum 
within, Enter, with Drum and Colours, Lx AR, COR- 
DELIA, and Soldiers over the Stage ; and exeunt. Enter 
EpoAR and GLOSTER. | 


ag. Here, father, take the ſhadow of this tree 
dor your good hoſt ; pray that the right may thrive: 
ever I return to you again 
III 2 Tow comfort. | | t 
| Gb, Grace go with you, ſir! [ Exit EDGAR. 
| [ Alarum and retreat within. 
2 | Re-enter 


yo i KING LEAR. 
.” Re-enter EDGan. 


Edge, Away, old man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear frath loſt, he = his — tuen: 5 A 
Give me thy hand, come on: n 
Glo. No further, ſir; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in thoughts again ? Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither; . . 
— . ˙ᷣ - 
Gh. And that's true too. e ee _[Exeunt, 


i. i 1 


* 8 
* 


SCENE iI. 


Enter in Conqueſt, with Drum 'and Colours, EDMUND; 
LEar and CORDELIA @s Priſoners; Soldiers, Captain. 


Edm. Some officers take them away: good guard; 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known | ee 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor. We are not the firſt, FRY 7 
Who, with beſt meaning, have incurr'd the worſt. 

For thee, oppreſſed king, am [ caſt down ; 

Myſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortune's frown. — 
Shall we not ſec theſe daughters, and theſe ſiſters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let's away to priſon: 
We two alone will ſing like birds ; the cage: 

When thou doſt aſk me bleſſing, III kneel down, 

Ant aſk of thee forgiveneſs: So we'll live, 

Andpray, and fing, and tel} old tales, and laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 8 
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them too — 

. Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out: 

And take upon us the myſtery of things, 

As if we were God's ſpies: And we'll wear out, 

In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of great ones, 

That ebb and flow by the moon, 
am. Take them away | 5 

Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 

Jo eee 


8 N 5 He, 
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He, that parts us, ſhall bring a brand from Heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes, Wipe thine eyes; 
The goujeers ſhalt devour them, fleſh, and fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us weep : we'll fee them ſtarve fiſt, 
Come. [ Exeunt LEAR and CORDELIA 

Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 
Take thou this note; go, follow them to priſon; bf 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee ; ; if thou doſt 4 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble fortunes: Know thou tis, —tliat men i 
Are as the time is: to he render-minded | 

oes not become a fword :—Thy great employment 

ill not bear queſtion ; either fry, n do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. T'll do't, my lord. | 

Edm. About itz 0 write happy, when thou tak 

done. 

Mark, —I fay, inſtantly ; and it ſo, 
As I have Gti down. 0 N 

Capt, J cannot draw a cart, nor eat dry'd oats ; 


if it be man's work, I will do it. | [ Exit Capt, 
Fluriſh. Enter ALBANY, GONERIL; REGAN; end 
| Soldiers. | 


Alb. Sir, you: have ſhewn to-day your valiant ftrain, | 
And fortune led you well: You have the captives _ 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife: 

We do require them of you; fo to uſe tem, 

As we ſh al find their — and our falety * ON 

May equally determine.” 4 
am. Sir, I thought it fit 8 

To ſend the old and miſerable king IP 

To ſome retention, and appointed guard; Ld 

Whole age has charms in it, whole title more, 

To pluck the common boſom on his fide, *' 

And turn our impreſt lances in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him I ſent the queen 

My reaſon all the fame ; and they are ready 

To-morrow, or at a further ſpace, to appear 

\ Where 4” ſhall hold your ſeflion, LA this time, 


> 


We 


We ſweat, and bleed: the friend hath loſt his friend : 
And the beſt quarrels, in the heat, are curs d 
By thoſe that feel their ſharpneſs :— 
The queſtion of Cordelia, and her Ons 
Requires a fitter place.] 
Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a ſubje& of this war, 
Not as a brother. 

Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Methinks, our pleaſure might have been demanded 
Ere you had ſpoke ſo ſar. He led our powers; 
Bore the commiſſion, of my place and perſon ; 
The which immediacy may well ſand op. 

And call itſelf your brother. 
Gon. Not ſo hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, 

More than in your advancement. 

Reg. In my rights, 

- By me inveſted, he compeers the beſt. | 
Alb.. That were the moſt, if he ſhould huſband 622 
Reg. Teſters do oft prove pr bets. e | 
_— olla, holla! hart 

nl eye, that told you ſo, look'd but a-ſquint. 

g. Lady, I am not well! elſe I ſhould anſwer 
Fran a full: flowing ſtomach.— General, 
Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, patrimony; 
Diſpoſe of them, of me; the walls are thine; 
Witneſs the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and maſter. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? _ 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Edm, Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my title ine} 

Alb." Stay yet; hear reaſon a hot I arreſt thee 
On capital treaſon, ; ; and, in thy. arreſt, 

[ Pointing to GoNzR1L. 
This gilded ſerpent * * your claim, fair ſiſter, 
T bar it in the intereſt of my wiſe; 
'Tis ſhe is ſub-contrated to this loxd, 
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And I, her huſband, contradict your banes. 

If you will marry, make your love to me, 

My lady is beſpoke; 

Gon. An interlude! 

. Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloſter : Let the trumpetſound:— 
If none appear to prove upon thy perſon | 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, 

There is my pledge ; I'll prove it on thy heart, 

Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſs 

Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 

Reg. Sick, O fick! | E844 
Gon. If not, I'll ne'er truſt poiſon. 1 
Edm. There's my exchange; what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies: 

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (who not?) I will maintain 

My truth and honour firmly. 

. Alb. A herald, ho! 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald! 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. Truſt to thy ſingle virtue ; for thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge.” 


Reg. This ſickneſs grows upon me. 
Alb. She is not well; convey her to my tent. 


| [ Exit REGAN led. 
Come hither, herald—Let the trumpet ſound 
And read out this. 


Capt. Sound trumpet. _ ['4 trumpet ſounds. 
= Herald reads. 

If any man of quality, or degree, within the lifts of the 

ermy, will maintain upon Edmund, ſuppoſed earl of Glefter, 
7 


that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear by the third 
found of the trumpet : He is bold in bis defence. 


Edam, Sound. Ss 1 Trumpet. - 
Her. Again. 2 Trumpet. 


Her. Again. I8gs Trumpet. 
| Trumpet anſwers within, 
| Enter 


KING EAR. 


As 


ner EDGaR armed. 


Alb: Aſk him his purpoſes, why he appears 
Upon this call o' the trumpet. 
Her. What are u 
Vour name, your quality? and why you aher 
This preſent ſummons ? | 
Fag. Know, my name is loſt; _ | 
By treaſon's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Vet am I noble, as the adverſary . | 
I come to cope withal. | | 
Alb. Which is that adverſary?  —- 
| Bos. Wines þ hes that [peaks for Edmund earl of 
olter ? | 
Edm. Himſelf; What fay'ſt chou to him? 
Eds. Draw thy ſword; 
That, if my ſpeech offend a noble heat, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice: here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours; - 
My cath. and my profeſſion ; I proteſt— 
Maugre thy ſtrength, youth, place, and eminence 
Deſpight thy victor ſword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart—thou art a traitor : 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conſpirant gainſt this high illuſtrious prince; 
And, from the extremeſt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and duſt beneath thy feet, 
A moſt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou, Nog _ 
This ſword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeak, -— 
Thou let | 
Edm. In wiſdom, I ſhould afk thy name; 
But, fince thy outlide looks ſo fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue ſome ſay of breeding breathes, 
What ſafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthaod, I diſdain and ſpurn: 
Back do 1 wh theſe treaſons to thy head; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm th heart j 


Which (Go Gep yet _ by, and fearcely bruiſe), a 
18 
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This ſwikd of mine ſhall give them inſtant way; 
Where they thall reſt for ever. Trumpets, ſpeak. 


arm. Fight. Edmund : 
41h. Save him, fave * __ 


Gon. This is mere practice, Gloſter :- -- - . 
By the law of arms, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppoſite ; thou art nat wangen. 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. | | 
Alb. Shut your — dame, | 
Or with this paper ſhall I ſtop it: Hold, fir 1 
Thou worſe than any name, read thine own evil ! * 
No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. | 
[ Gives ihe Letter to EDV ond. 
Con. Say, if I do; the laws are mine, not thine :. 
Who ſhall arraign me for't? | 
Alb. Monſter, know'ſt thou this pa paper ? 
Gon. Aſk me not what I know. [ Exit oe 
Alb. Go after her; ſhe's deſperate ; govern her. | 
_ Eam, 4 you have charg'd me with, that I neon 
one; 
And more, 3 more: the time will bring it out; 
'Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what art thou, 
That haſt this fortune on me? It thou art t noble, 
1 do forgive thee. 
Tag. us exchange charity. 
Jam no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's ſon. 
The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices is 
Make inſtruments, to ſcourge us: ; 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 
Coſt him his eyes. 


Edm. Thou haſt ſpoken right, tis true; 
The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought, thy very gait did propheſy 
A royal nobleneſs:— I muſt embrace thee ; 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, It ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father 


Eg. . OPS. 58 2 


nag 
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Alb. Whete have you hid yourſelf ? hr 
How have you known the miſeries of your father? 
 - Edg. By nurſing them, my lord. Lift a brief tale; 
And, when tis told, O, that my heart would burſt !—_ 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape, 
That follow d me ſo near (O our lives' ſweetneſs ! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to ſhift 
Into a mad-man's rags ; to aſſume a ſemblance 
That very dogs diſdain d: and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious ſtones new loſt ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg d for him, ſav'd him from deſpair ; 
Never (O er reveal'd myſelf unto him, 
Until ſome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping, of this good ſucceſs, 
I aſk'd his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt _ 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his flaw'd heart, 
fAlack, too weak the conflict to ſupport !) 
Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy and grief, 
_ Burſt ſmilingly. 
Em. This ſpeech of your's hath mov'd me, 
And ſhall, perchance, do good: but ſpeak you on; 
Lou look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more woeſul, hold itin ; 

For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
Hearing of this. 

_ | Edg.—This would have feem'd a period 
To ſuch as love not ſorrow; but, another ;— 
To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top extremity : * 
Whilſt I was big in clamour, came there in a man, 
Who having ſeen me in my worſt eſtate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd ſociety ; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that ſo endur'd, with his ſtrong arms 
He faſten'd-on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he'd burſt heaven; threw him on my father; 
Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receiv'd : which, in recounting, 


His grief grew puiſſant, and the ſtrings of lite 


* 


Began 


I : - / 
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tocrack :- Twice then e Gd, * 
And there I left him tranc'd. 


43. But who was this? f 8 
Ede. Kent, ſir, the baniſh'd Kent; who in diſguiſe 


Follow'd his enemy king, and did him ſervice 
Improper for a ſlave.] 254 


Enter a Gentleman haftih, wi a Bloody Knife | 


Gent, Help! help! O help! 
Edg. What kind of help? - 
40 Speak, man. 
Ede, hat means this bloody kyifet | 
Gent. Tis hot; it ſmokes ;-' "If 
It came even from the heart 0. the' dead f : 
Alb. Who, man ? ſpeak. | 
Gent. Your lady, fir, your lady: and have: ſiſter 
** her is 8 d; ſhe hath-confeſs'd it. 
contraQed to them both ; all three 


Nown marry in an inſtant, | 55 
Enter Kur. 


Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead! 
[Gon RIL and REGAN's Badies brought out. 

This judgment of the heavens, that — us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. | 

Zag. Here 1 ent, fir. 

Ah. O! is this he? The time will not ee 
The compliment which very manners urge. 

Kent. I am come 
To bid my king and maſter aye good night ; 
Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! 


Speak, Edmund, where's the king? and where's Cor. 


delia? — 
See'lt thou this object, Kent? 
' Kent, Alack, why thus? 
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
he one the other — for my lake, 7 
n Een few her 8 : 


405. 
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Ah. Even ſo. 2 Cober their faces. a 
Edm. ] pant for life: Some good I mean to do, 
| Deſpight of mine own nature. . ſend 
Be brief in it to the caſtle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on 9 — 
Nay, ſend in time. | & 2 
Aub. Run, run, O, run 


Eag. To whom, my lord {—Who 125 the offics? ſend | 


Thy token of reprieve. 
am. Well thought on; take my ſword, 
Give it the captain. + | 
Edg. Haſte thee for thy liſe. CE xit DS 
Eam. He hath commiſſion from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 221 
To lay the blame upon her own deſpair, 
That ſhe foredid herſelf. 


Alb, ny gods defend r q ! Bear ir hence — 4 


[EDMUND is borne off. 


# 11 e- * N 


Enter LEAR, with 1 dead in his Arms. 


Lear. Howl, howl, howl; howl!—O, you are men of 


ſtones! 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſo 


That heaven's vauk ſhould crack 0, ſhe is yok for 


ever 
I know when one is dead, and when one livres 
She's dead as earth :—Lend-me a looking-glaſs ; 
Tf that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, | 
Why, then ſhe lives. 
— 2 Is this the 8 end ? 
g. Or image of that horror? 
41 Fall, and ceaſe | 
Lear. This feather ſtirs ; ſhe lives I if it _s fo, 
It is a chance that does redectii all ſorrows 
That ever I have felt. | | 
Kent. O my good maſter ! | [Knceling. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, away. = 
Eag. 'Tis noble Kent, your Grind. 
Lear, A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I might have ſav d her; now ſhe's gone for ever !— 
8 — 
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Cordelia, Cordelia ! ſtay a little. Ha! 


What is't thou ſay'ſt Her voice was ever ſoft, 8 5 


Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman: 
I kill'd the ſlave that Was a hanging _ | 
Kent. Tis true, my lords, he did. 
| Lear. Did T not, fellow? © f 
J have ſeen the day, with my good vaja faulchion + 
7 would have wes them ſkip : I am old now, OO 
And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are none o' the beſt:—I Il tell you ſtraight, 
"Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe loy'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 
Lear. This is a dull fight : are you not Kent? 
Kent, The ſame ; your ſervant ent; 
Where is your ſervant Caius? | 
Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 78 
He'll ſtrike, and quickly too: He's dead and rotten, 
Kent, No, my good ford ; I am the very man, 
Lear. I'll ſee Hin ſtraight. 
Kent. That, from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your ſad ſteps. 
Lear. You are welcome hither, 
Kent. Nor no man elſe; all's cheerleſs, tink: and 
deadly.— 
Your eldeſt daughters have fore-doom'd themſelves, 
And deſperately are dead. 
Lear. Ay, fo I think. | 
Alb. He knows not what he ſays ; ; and vain it is 
That we preſent us to him, 


Eg. Very bootleſs. | 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Edmund is dead, my lord. 
Alb. That's but a trifle here. 
You lords, and noble friends, know ous intent, 
What 22 to this great decay may come, 
Shall be apply'd : For us, we will reſign, 
During ay life of this old majeſty, 
To him our abſolute power :—You, to your rights; 
Ie EpgGar. 
Wie 


Ya 
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Wich boot, and ſuch addition as n 
| _ more than merited.—All 990 Hall taſte 

The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their e 8.—0, ſee, fee! J 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd! No, no, no life; ' 
Why ſhould a dog, a horſe, a rat, have life; _ 

And thou no breath at all? O, thou wilt come no more, 
Never, never, never, nevet, never | 1 
wy you, undo this button: Thank you, ſir.— 
D078 ſee this? Look on her, look an * lips, ow 
there, look there 75 WIR 

Eadg. He faints My lord, my 2 | 

Kent. Break, heatt ; * vues, break! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoſt ; O, let him paſs! bakers bw; 
That would upon the tack of this nough world __ 
Stretch him out longer. EL f 

Eag. O! be is gone, indeed. 

- Kent. The wonder is, he bath endur d ſo long; 1 
He but uſurp'd his liſe. 

Alb. Bear them from n preſent 2 

IS general woe. Friends of my ſoul, you twain 

To Kur and AR. 
Rule i in this E — the gor d ſtate ſuſtain. 
Lent. I have a journey, fir; ſhortly. to go 
My maſter calls, — I muſt not ſay, no-. K 

405 The weight of this fad time we muſt obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought ta ſay. 
The oldeſt bath borne moſt : we, that are young, 
Shall never fee ſo much, nor live fo Jong. | 
[Exeunt,. with a dead Mareh. 
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SCENE I. Elfneur. A Platform before the Palace: 
FRANCISCO on his poſt. Enter to him B2RNARDO. 


Bernarda. 4 
HO's there; - 
* Nay, anſwer me: Rand, and unfold your- 
Ber. Long live the king ! 
Fran. Bernardo? | NE 
Ber, He. 4% 


Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your owe: 
Ber. 2H now ftruck twelve ; get thee to-bed Fran- | 
ciſco. 

Fran. For this relief much thanks: tis bitter cold, 

* I 1 * at heart. "nw 
er. Have you had quiet 

Fran, Not ſtirring, 

1 Well, night. 

ou do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
T rivals of my watch, bid them make haſte, 


Enter HorRAT10 and MARcEITIITus. 


Fran. I think I hear them.—Stand, ho ! Who is there ? 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 7 

Fran. Give you good-night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honeſt ſoldier ! 
Whe hath reliev'd you ? 

Fran. Bernardo my place. 


Give you 
Mar. Holla! - up cn [ 


x 


[ Exit FRANCISCO, 
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Ber. Say, 2 
What, is Horatio there 
Hor. A piece of him. 1 f | 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellus, 
Mar. What, has this thing appear d again to-night ? 
Ber. I have ſeen nothing. £ 
Mar. Horatio ſays, tis = our phantaſy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded ſight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
2 if again this apparition come, 
e may approve our eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
5 Tuſh! tuſh! "owl not appear. 
Ber. Sit down awhile ; 
And let us once again aſſail your ears, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What we two nights have ſeen. 
Hor. Well, fit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber. Laſt night of all, | | 
When yon ſame ſtar, that weſtward from the pole, 
Had made his courſe to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myſelf, 
The bell then beating one. | 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; look where it comes again! 


| Enter Ghoſt. 
Ber. In the fame figure, like the king that's dead. 
Mar. Thou art a ſcholar, ſpeak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king ? mark it, Horatio. 
Her. Moſt like :—it harrows me with fear and wonder. 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
Hor. What art thou, that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majeſty of bury'd Denmark | 
Did ſometime march? by Heaven I charge thee, ſpeak. 


* 


Mar. It is offended. 
Ber. See! it ſtalks away. | 
| Hor. 
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- Hor. Stay; ſpeak ; I charge thee, ſpeak. ¶ Exit Ghoſt, 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 
Ber. How now, Horatio? you tremble and look pale: 
Is not this ſomething more than phantaſy ? 
What think you of it? 4 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the ſenſible and true avouch | 
Of mine own eyes. 
Mar. Is it not like the king ? 
Her. As thou art to thyſelf: 
Such was the very armour he had on - | 
When he the ambitious Norway combated ; - 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He ſmote the ſledded Polack on the ice. 
"Tis _ | 
Mar. Thus, twice before, and juſt at this dead hour, 
With martial ſtalk he hath gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work I know not ; 
But, in the groſs and ſcope of mine opinion, | 
This bodes ſome _—_ eruption to our ſtate. 
Mar. Good now, fit down, and tell me, hexthat knows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So nightly toils the ſubje& of the land? 
And why ſuch daily caſt of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war? | 
Why ſuch impreſs of ſhip-wrights, whoſe ſore taſk 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ? 
What might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte 
Doch make the night joint-labourer with the day; 
Who 1s't that can inform me? x 
Hor. That can I; 
At leaſt, the whifper goes ſo, Our laſt king, 
Whoſe image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto priek'd on by a moſt emulent pride, 
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For ſo this fide of our known world efteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras ; who, by a ſeal'd compact, 
Well ratify'd by law and heraldry, 
Did forfeit, with his life, all thoſe his lands, 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd of, to the conqueror ; 
5 Mm A3 Againſt 


CY 


"4 
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Againſt the which a moiety competent 
as gaged by our ings which had return'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 0 
Had he been vanquiſher; as, by that covenant, 
And carriage of the articles deſign'd, * 
His fell 22 Now, ſir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, brag 1 
HFath in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a liſt of landleſs refolutes, 
For food and diet, to ſome enterprize 
That hath a ſtomach in't; which is no other 
As it doth well appear unto our ſtate) 
ut to recover of us, by ſtrong hand, 
And terms compulſatory, thoſe foreſaid lands 
So by his father loſt : And this, I take it, 
Is the mean motive of our preparations ; 
The ſource of this our watch; and the chief head 
Of this -poſt-haſte and rumage in the land. 
Ber. [I think it be no other, but even ſo: 
Well may it fort, that this portentuous figure | 
Comes armed through our watch; ſo like the king 
That was and is the queſtion of theſe wars. 
Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the moſt high and palmy ſtate of Rome, 
A little ere the mighty Julius fell, 0 
The graves ſtood tenantleſs, and the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueak and gibber in the Roman ftreets; 
Stars ſhone with trains of fire; dews of blood fell 
Diſaſters veil'd the ſun; and the moiſt ſtar, + © 
Upon whoſe influence NEptune's empire ſtands, 
Was ſick almoſt to doomſday with eclipſe, - 
And even the like precurſe of fierce events,. 
As harbingers preceding ſtill the fates, = 
And prologue to the omen coming on— 
Have heaven and earth together demonſtrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen.—] 


Re-enter Ghoſt. 
But, ſoft ; behold, lo, where it comes again 


PII croſs it, though it blaſt me.—Stay, illuſion ! 
If thou haft any found, or uſe of voice, 


Speak 


Speak to me: F245 1540" 
R | | h 
That may to h mene 4 ky 


Speak to me: 


If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
98 , happily, nee may avoid, 


95 Eon haſt uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treaſure in the womb of earth, 


For which, they fay, you ſpirits oft walk in death, | 
: Cock CYOWS. 


8 of it: —ſtay, and ſpeak-—-Stop it, — lus.— 
2 Shall I rike at it lt with my Partizan! — 
Hor. Do, if it will not ſtand. 
Ber. Tis 8 1 
Hor. Tis here od e 
Mar. Tis gone! [Exit GI, 
We do it . being ſo majeſtical, te 
To offer 1 it the *. « violence; f 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. | 
Ber. It was about to ſpeak when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful ſummons, I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn; 
Doth with his lo 7 and rl ſounding throat 
Awake the god day; and, at his warning, 
Whether in ſea or fire, in earth or air, 
The extravagant and erring ſpirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This preſent object made probation. 
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some ſay, that ever gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawning ſingeth all night long: 
And then, they ſay, no ſpirit dares ſtir abroad; 
The nights are . then no planets firike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and fo gracious is the time. 
Hor. So have J heard, nog 69.0 put believe ite "ORF; 7 
But, look, the morn, in ruſſet mantle clad 
A 4 Walk 
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Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill. 1 
Break we our watch up; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have ſeen to- night 
Unto Hamlet ; for, upon my life, 
'This ſpirit, dumb to us, will ſpeak to him: 
Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? — 
Mar. Let's de't, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we ſhalt find him moſt convenient. [ Axceunt. 


* 


— 


SCENE II. A Rem e State. 


Enter the King, Queen, HAuLET, Pol oxrus, LARRTES 
VoLTIMAND, CORNEL1Us, Lords and Attengants. 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and gur whole kingdora | 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 
Yet ſo far hath diſcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wiſeft ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourſelves, 
Therefore our ſometime fiſter, now our queen, 
The imperial jointrefs of this warlike tate, 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated joy,— 
With one auſpicious, and one dropping eye ; 
ith mirth in funeral, and with dearth in marriage, 


. 
* 


In equal ſcale weighing delight and dole,— 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along :—For all, our thanks, 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,— 
Holding a weak ſuppoſal of our worth; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, - 
Our ſtate to be disjoint, and out of frame. 
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage, 

He hath not fail'd to peſter us with meſſage, 
Importing the ſurren der of thoſe lands 

Loft by his father, with all bands of law, 

To our moſt valiant brother.—So much for him, 


Now for ourſelſ, and for this time of meeting: 


Thus 
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Thus much the buſineſs is: We have here wit 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,— 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, ſcarcely hears | 
Of this his nephew's purpoſe, — to ſuppreſs 
His further gait herein: in that the levies, 
The lifts, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his ſubject : and. we here diſpatch 
. You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further perſonal power 

To buſineſs with the king, more thaw the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated articles allows, 

Farewell; and let your haſte commend your duty, 

Hol. In that, and. all things, will we hew our duty. 

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 

[ Exeunt VOLTIMAND and CORNELIUS, 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ? 
You told us of ſome ſuit : what is't Laertes? 
You cannot ſpeak of reaſon to the Dane, 
And loſe your voice: What would'ſt thou beg, Laertes, 
That ſhaſl not be my offer, not thy aſking? _ 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumental to the mouth, 

han is the throne of Denmark to thy father, 

hat would'ſt thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord, 

Your leave and favour to return to France; 

From whence, though willingly, I came to Denmark, 
To ſhew my duty in your coronation ; 

Yet, now, I myſt confeſs, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wiſhes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King. Have you your father's leave? What ſays Pos 

lonius? 

Pol. He hath, my lord, [wrung from me my flow leave, 
By labourſome petition ; and, at laſt, | 
Upon his will I ſeal'd my hard conſent] : 

I do beſeech you, give him leave to go. 3 5 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine, : 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will. * 
But now, my couſin Hamlet, and my fon, —— 


2 Ham, 
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Ham. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. Aa. 
King. How is it that the clouds ſtill hang on you f. 
Ham. Not ſo, my lord, I am too much i the ſun. 

ueen. Good Hamlet, caſt thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the duſt: 
Thou know'ſt *tis common; all that live muſt die, 
Paſſing through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it be, 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 
Han. Seems, madam ! nay, it is; I know not ſeems, 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected *haviour of the viſage, | 
Together with all forms, modes, ſhews of grief, 
That can denote me truly: "Theſe, indeed, ſeem, 
For they are actions that a man might play: 
But I have that within, which paſſeth ſhew ; 
Theſe, but the trappings and the ſuits of woe. 
King. *Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, wa 
To give theſe mourning duties to your father : 
But, you muſt know, your father loſt a father ; 
That father loſt, loſt his; and the ſurvivor bound 
In filial obligation, for ſome term 5 
To do obſequious ſorrow : But to perſevere 
In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs ; tis unmanly grief: 
It ſhews a will moſt incorrect to heaven; 
A heart unfortify'd, or mind impatient; . 
An underſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 
For what, we know, muſt be, and is as commo 
As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſenſe, 5 
Why ſhould we, in our peeviſh oppoſition, 
Take it to heart? Fie ! *tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theme 
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Is death of fathers, and who till hath cry'd, 
From the firſt corſe till he that died to-day, 
This muſt be ſo. We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe; and think of us 
As of a father: for, let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our throne ; 
And, with no leſs nobility of love 
Than that which deareſt father bears his ſon, 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to ſchool in Wittenberg, 
It is moſt retrogade to our deſire: 
And, we beſeech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefeſt courtier, couſin, and our fon. | 
Queen. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, Hamlet; 
] pray thee; ſtay with us, 232 Wittenberg. 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, madam. 
King. Why, tis a loving and a fair reply; 
Be as ourſelf in Denmark. Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling to my heart: in grace whereof, 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds ſhall tell; 
And the king's rouze the heaven ſhall bruit again, 
Re-ſpeaking earthly thunder. Come, away. [Excunt, 
8 © Manent HAMLET. 2323 
Ham. O, that this too, too ſolid fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into de) 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fix'd 
His cannon gainſt ſelf-laughter! O God! O God! 
How weary, Tale, flat, and unprofitable '' 
Seem to me all the uſes of this world! 
Fie on't! O fie! tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to ſeed ; things rank, and groſs in nature, 
Poſſeſs it merely, That it ſhould come to this! * 
But two months dead !—nay, not ſo much, not two: 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, a 
Hyperion to a ſatyr: ſo loving to my mother, 
That he might not let e'en the winds of heaven 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 
| | Muſt 
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Muſt I remember ? why, ſhe would hang on him, 
As if increaſe of appetite had grown | 
By what it fed on: And yet, within a month,. 
Let me not think on't;—Frailty, thy name is woman 
A little month ; or ere thoſe ſhoes were old, 
With which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears :—why ſhe, even ſhe,— 
O heaven! a beaſt, that wants diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Would have mourn'd longer, —marry'd with my uncle, 
My father's brother; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules: Within a month; 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears 
Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, 
She marry'd.—O moſt wicked ſpeed, to poſt 

With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good: 
But break my heart ; for I muſt hold my tongue! 


Enter HoRATio, BERNARDo, and MARCELLUS, 
Hor. Hail to your lardſhip ! 
Ham: I am glad to ſee you well ; 
Horatio,—or I do forget myſelf? 
Hor. The ſame, my lord, and your poor fervant ever, 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name with 
ou. 
And . make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?— 
Marcellus? 
Mar, My good lord, — 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you; good even, fir, 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hor. A truant diſpoſition, good my lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy ſay ſo; 
Nor ſhall you do mine ear that viglence, | 
To make it truſter of your own report 
Againſt yourſelf: I know you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elſineur? 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral, 
Ham. | pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-ſtudent ; 
I think it was to ſee my mother's wedding. 


Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon, 
. Hams 
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Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd meats 
Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my deareſt foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had'ſeen x day, Horatio 
My father, —methinks I ſee my father. 
Hor, O where, my lord ? 
Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio, 
Her. I ſaw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in al 
I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My lord, I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw ? who? | 
Hor. My lord, the king your father. 
Ham. The king my father ! 
Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while. 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver, F 
Upon the witneſs of theſe gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor. T wo nights together had theſe gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waſte and middle of the night, 5 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points, exactly cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and, with ſolemn march, 
Goes ſlow and ſtately by them: thrice he walk'd, 
y their oppreſt and fear-ſurprized eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length; whilſt they, diſtill'd 
Almoſt to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful ſecrecy impart they did; 
And I with them the third night kept the watch: 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes: I knew your father; 
Theſe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar. My lord, pon the platfomm where we watch'd, 
Ham. Did you not ſpeak to it? | 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But anſwer made it none: yet once, methought, 


| 
| 
| 
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It lifted up its head, and did addreſs 
Itſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud; 
And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 
And vaniſh'd from our fight. 
Ham. Tis very ſtrange. | 
Her. As I do live, my honour'd lord, *tis true 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 
To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, firs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 
All. Wedo, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
All. Arm'd, my lord. 
Ham. From top to toe ? 
All. My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then faw you not his face? 
Hor. O yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 
Hor. A countenance more 
In forrow than in anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. | 
Ham. I would I had been there. 
Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like, 
Very like: Stay'd it long ? 
Hor. While one with moderate haſte 
Might tell a hundred. 
Bath. Longer, longer. 
Hor. Not when I ſaw it. 
Ham. His beard was grizzled? no? 
Hor. It was as I have ſeen it in his life, 
A fable filver'd. | 
Ham. I will watch to-night ; 
Perchance, *twill walk again. 
Hor. 1 warrant it will. 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble father's perſon, 
I'll ſpeak 7 it, though hell itſelf ſhould gape, 
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And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this fight, 
Let it be tenable in your ſilence till ; 
And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to-night, 
Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue; 
I will requite your loves: ſo fare you well: 
Upon the platform, twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll viſit you. 
All. Our duty to your honour, 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: Farewell. [ Zxcunt. 
My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well; 
I doubt ſome foul play: would the night were come! 
Till then fit fill, my ſoul : Foul deeds will riſe, 
(Though all the earth o'erwhelm them) to men's 71 . 
xt. 


SCENE III. An Apartmentin Poloxius houſe. 
Enter LER TES and OPHELIA. 


Laer. My neceſſaries are embark'd ; farewell: 
And, ſiſter, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is aſſiſtant, do not ſleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
Oph. Do you doubt that? | 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a faſhion, and a toy in blood; | 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, ſweet, not laſting, 
The perfume and ſuppliance of a minute; 
No more. 
Oph. No more but ſo? 
Laer. Think it no more: 
For nature, creſcent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and foul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now no ſoil, nor cautel, doth beſmirch 
The. virtue of his will : but you muſt fear, 
His greatneſs weigh'd, his will is not his own ; 
For he himſelf is ſubject to his birth: 
He may not, as unvalued perſons do, 
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Carve for himſelf ; for on his choice depends 
The ſafety and the health of the whole ftate ; 
And therefore muſt his choice be circumſcrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 


Whereof he is the head Then if he ſays he loves you, 


It fits your wiſdom ſo far to believe it, 
As he in his particular act and place | 
May give his ſaying deed ; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with too credent ear you lift his ſongs ; 
Or loſe your heart; or your chaſte treaſure open 
To his unmaſter'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia; fear it, my dear ſiſter ; 
And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Qut of the ſhot and danger of deſire. 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 
If ſhe unmaſk her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itſelf ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes : 
The canker gauls the infants of the ſpring, 
Too oft before their buttons be diſclos'd ; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent. 
Be wary then : beſt ſafety lies in fear; 
Youth to itſelf rebels, though none elſe near. 
Opb. I ſhall the effect of this good leflon keep, 
As watchman to my heart : but, good my brother, 
Do not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, 
Shew me the ſtcep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilſt, like a puft and reckleſs libertine, 
Himſelf the primroſe- path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read. 
Laer. O, fear me not. 


I ſtay too long; but here my father comes, 


| Enter PoLoxius. 
A double bleffing is a double grace ; 


Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. 


Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for ſhame 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your lail, f 


L 
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And you are ſtaid for: There, —my bleſſings with you 

| 8 [ Laying his hand on LAkR TES“ hand. 
And theſe few precepts.in thy memory | 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unpropbrtion'd thought his act. 3 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy ſoul with hoops of ſteel; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment | 
Of each new-hatch'd unfledg'd comrade: Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in, , 
Bear it, that the oppoſer may beware of thee, 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 

Take each man's cenſure, but reſerve thy judgment. 
Coſtly thy habit as wm purſe can buy, | N 
But not expreſs'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : | 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man | 
And they in France, of the beſt rank and ſtation, - | | 
Are moſt ſelect, and generous chief, in that, ERR i | l 
| 
| 


Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: « 

For loan oft loſes both itſelf and friend; + 

And borrowing dulls the edge of huſbandry. 

This above all,. To thine ownſelf be true; 

And it muſt follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man. 

Farewell; my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee ! 
Laer. Moſt humbly do I take my leave my lord. 
Pol. The time invites you; go, your ſervants tend. 

. Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well | 

What I have ſaid to you. | 
Oph. *Tis in'my memory lock'd, \ 

And you yourſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewell. [Exit LAERTES, | 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you? 8 
Oph. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the lord Hamlet. y 

_ » Pol. Marry, well bethought : 

*Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 

. Given private time to you; and you yourſelf | 

Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous; _ 

If it be ſo (as ſo tis put on me, 5 5 

And that in the way of caution), Ns tell you, 


* 
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You do not underſtand yourſelf fo clearly 
As it behoves my dre ar and your honour : 
What is between you? give me up the truth? 
Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. | 
Pol. Affection? puh you ſpeak like a green girl, 
Unſifted in ſuch perilous circumſtance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ? 
Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I ſhould think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you: think yourſelf a baby; 
That you have ta'en theſe tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterling. Tender yourſelf more dearly; 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe 
Wronging it thus), you'll tender me a fool. , 
Obb. My lord, he hath importun'd me with love 
In honourable faſhion. 
Pol. Ay, faſhion you may call it; go to, go to. 
Oph. 9 * given countenance to his ſpeech, my 
or 
With almoſt all the holy vows of heaven. 
Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the ſoul 
Lends the tongue vows : theſe blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat,—extin& in both, 
Ever: in their promiſe as it is a/making, — 
You muſt not take for fire. From this time 
Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your maiden preſence; + 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him that he is young ; 
And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you: In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers ; 
Not of that dye which their inveſtments ſhew, 
But mere implorators of unholy fuits, 
Breathing like ſanctified and pious bonds 
The better to beguile. This is for all. 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo flander any moment's leiſure 


| a HAMLET: 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, I charge you; come your ways. | 
Oph. I ſhall obey, my lord, [ Exeunt. 


— 
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SCENE IV. The Platform. 
Enter HaMLET, HoRAT10, and MARCELLUS. 


Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold, 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. oh 
Ham. What hour now? | 

Her. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it has ſtruck. | | 

Hor. Indeed! I heard it not; it then draws near the 

ſeaſon | | 
Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 
| LN. oiſe of Muſic within. 
What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſſel, and the ſwaggering up-fpring-reels; - 
And, as he drains his draught of Rheniſh down, 

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a cuſtom? - 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't: | 
But, to my mind—though I am native here, 

And to the manner born—it is a cuſtom 

More honour'd in the breach than the obſervance, 

This heavy-headed revel, eaſt and weſt, 

Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other nations: | 
They clepe us drunkards, and with ſwiniſh phraſe 

Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 

From our achievements, though perform'd at height, 

The pith and marrow of our attribute, 

So oft it chances, in particular men, 

That, for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 
As in their birth (wherein they are nat guilty, 
Since nature cannot chuſe his origin), | 
By the o'ergrowth of ſome complexion, 1* 
Oft breaking down the * and forts of reaſon $ 
A | 


ö 
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Or by ſome habit that tos much o'erleavens | 
The form of plauſive manners; - that theſe men.. 


Carrying, I ſay, the ſtamp of one defect; \ 


Reing nature's ag 9 or fortune's ftar, — 
Their virtues elſe (be they as purt as grace, 


- As infinite as man may undergo) 
- Shall-in the general cenſure take corruption 


From that particular fault: the dram of · baſe 
Doth all the noble ſubſtance of worth out 


To his own ſcandal, 


Enter Ghoſt, 


Her. Look, my lord, it comes! 
Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us - 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell; 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape 
That J will ſpeak to thee: I'Il call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: O, anſwer me! 


Let me not burſt in ignorance! but tell f 


Why thy canonis'd bones, hearſed in death, 
Have burſt their cearments ? why the fepulchre, 


| Wherein we ſaw thee quietly in- urn d, 


Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws 

To caſt thee up again? What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corfe, again, in complete ſteel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 


| Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature 


$0 horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition 


With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls? 


Say, why is this? wherefore? what ſhould we do? 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 


As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 


Mar. Look with what courteous action 


It waves you to a more removed ground: 


But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. | 0 
Ham. It will not ſpeak; then I will follow it. 
1 : Hur. 
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Her. Do not, my lord. F | 
Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear? 
J do not ſet my life at a pin's fee; 
And, for my ful, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itſelf f—= - 
It waves me forth again I'll follow it. ' 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord? 
Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff 
That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea ? ; 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your ſovereignty of reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs? think of it: 
[The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, 1nto every brain 
That looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea, 
And hears it roar beneath]. - 
Ham. It waves me ſtill 
Go on, I'll follow thee. - 
Mar. You, ſhall not go, my lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hands. 
Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve, —— - 
Still am ] call'd—unhand me, gentlemen ;—— 
: [ Breaking from them. 
By heaven I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me:—— - . 
I fay, away ;— Go on—T ll follow thee, * 
: [Exeunt Ghoſt and HAMLET. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination, 
Mar. Let's follow; *tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after : To what iſſue will this come? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 


Aar, Nay, let's follow him, | e Aa 


. 3 | SCENE 


Are burat and purg'd away, 


22 HAMIET. 


SCENE V. A remote Part of the Platform, 
Re-enter Ghoſt and HAMLET. 
Ham. Whither wilt thou Jead me? ſpeak, I'll go ne 
further, 75 
Ghoſl. Mark me, | 
Ham. I will. | 
_ Ghoſt, My hour is almoſt come 
When ] to ſulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muſt render up myſelf. 
Ham. Alas, poor ghoſt! Tae 
Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I unfold. 1 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Gho/t. So art thou to revenge, when' thou ſhalt hear. 
Ham. What? 7 | | 
G. I am thy father's ſpirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night ; 
And, for the day, confin'd to faſt in fixes, 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature | 
Bun that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my prifor-houſe, 
J could a tale unfold whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their ſpheres, 


Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 


And each particular hair to ſtand on end 

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal blazon muſt not be | | 
To ears of fleſh and blood: Liſt, lift, O liſt + 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love, | 

Ham. © heaven! | | 

Ghoft. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural murder. 
Ham. Murder! | | 

G. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 

But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haſte me to know it, that I with wings as ſwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts ef love. 
May ſweep to my revenge. 

8 2 
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Gba. I find thee apt; ds. 
And duller ſhouldſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itſelf in eafe on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldſt thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: | 
Tis given out, that, ſleeping in my orchard, 7 
A ſerpent ſtung me; ſo the whole ear of Denmark 
Is, by a forged proceſs. of my death, 
 Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. | 
Ham. O, my prophetic foul! my uncle? 
Ghoft. Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traiterous gifts, | 
O wicked wit and gifts that have the power 6 
o to ſedyce!) won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt feeming-virtuous queen: 
O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch whole natural gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine 
But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, Nas, 
Though lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heaven; 
So luſt, though to a radiant angel link d, 
Will fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 
And prey on garbage. = . 
But, ſoft! methinks I feent the morning air 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My cuſtom always of the afternoon, ES. 
Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole, 
With juice of curſed hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diſtilment ; whoſe effect 
Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That, ſwift as quickſilver, it courſes through 
'The natural gates and alleys of the body; 
And, with a ſudden vigour, it doth poſſet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and ww, ar Bog) blood: ſo did it mine; 
And a moſt inſtant tetter bark d about, 1 
B 4 Moſt 
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Moſt lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 

All my ſmooth bod. | 

Thus was I, ſleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once diſpatch'd ; 

Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my ſin, | 

Unhouſell'd, unanointed, unaneal'd; 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head: 

O horrible! O horrible! moſt horrible! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

But, howſoever thou purſu'ſt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 

Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to heaven, 

- And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm — the matin to be near, 

And *gins to pale his uneffectual fire: 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. e. 
Ham. O, all you hoſt of heaven! O earth! What elſe? 

And ſhall I couple hell ?—O fie !—HoldJhold, my heart; 

And you, my ſinews, grow not inſtant old, 

+ But bear me ſtifly up Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

In this diſtracted globe. Remember thee? * 

Yea, from the table of my memory f 

I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All faws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obſervation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baſer matter: yes, by heaven. 

O moſt pernicious woman | 

O villain, villain, ſmiling, damned villain !. 

My tables - meet it is I ſet it down, 1 

That one may ſmile, and fmile, and be a villain ; 

At leaft I am ſure it may be ſo in Denmark. [Myiting. 

So, uncle there you are, Now to my word: bois. | 

It is, Adieu, adieu, adieu remember me, 

J have ſworn it. ö ö 

0 _— | Har, 
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; 
Hor. My lord, my 10rd ; ; [WWithin. g | 
Mar. Lord Hamlet—— [Within, © 

Hor. Heaven ſecure him! [ Within. 

Ham. So be it! * | 5 

Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my lord ! [ Within. 


Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come, 


Ent Hon RATIO and MARCELLUS, 


Mar. How is't, my noble lord? 
Hor. What news, my lord? 
Ham. O, wonderful!“ 4 
Hor. Good, my lord, tell it ? 5 g 
Ham. No; you will reveal it. 
Her. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord. | .. 5 
Ham. How fay you then; would heart of man once 
think it 7 
But you'll be ſeeret — TY 
Bath. Ay, by heaven, my lord. | 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Denmark -' 
But he's an arrant knaye. RA 
Hor. There needs no ghoſt, my lord, come from the 
grave 1 1 
To tell us this. Is & 
Ham. Why, right; you are in the right: te 
And ſo, without more circumſtance at all, x 
J hold it fit that we ſhake hands and part; | | 
You as your buſineſs and deſire ſhall point you; 
For every man hath buſineſs and defire, | 
Such as it is—and, for my own part, | 
Look you, I will go pray. 
Hor, Theſe are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 
Ham. I am forry they offend you, heartily ; ' 
Ves, faith, heartily. | 1 5 
Hor. There's no offence, my lord. | 
Ham. Yes, by faint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this viſion here 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you: _ 
For your deſire to know what is between us, 


.” 
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O'er-maſter it as you may. And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 


Give me one poor requeſt,” 
Hor. What is't, my lord? we will, 
Ham. r es make known what you have ſeen to-night. 


Both. Wy lord, we will not. 
a 


Ham. Nay, but ſwear it. 
Hor. In faith, my lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my ſword. 
Mar. We have ſworn, my lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. 
Ghoſt. [ beneath] Swear. 
Ham. Ha, ha, boy! ſay'ſt thou ſo? art thou ther, 
true- penny? 
Come on — you hear this fellow in the cellanidge— 
Confent to fwear, 
Her. Propoſe the oath, my lord, 
Ham. Never to ſpeak of this you have ſeen, 
Swear by my ſword. 
Ghoft. [beneath] Swear. 
Ham. Hic & ubique? then we'll Hife our n — 
Come hither, gentlemen, | 
And la 7 your hands again upon my ſword: 
Swear by my ol 
Never to ſpeak: of this that you have heard; 
Ghoſt. ¶ beneath] Swear by his ſword, | 
Ham. = wo old mole; can't work i'the earth ſo 


A worthy pioneer once more remove, good friends, 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange! 
Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger give it welcome, 

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philoſophy, 

But come; 


Here, as before, never, ſo help you mercy! 
How ſtrange or odd ſoe er I bear myſelf— 


As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet. 

To put an antic diſpoſition on— 

That you, at ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſhall 

(With arms encumber'd thus; or this head-ſhake ; ; 
Or 
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Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful. phraſe, +» 7 +», 
As, Wall, weill, wi know ;-=or, We ould, an if we weulgd;. 


Or, If we lift to ſpeak ;—or, There b5, an if they might; . 


Or ſuch ambiguous giving out), denote - 
That you know aught of me: This do ye ſwear, 
So grace and mercy at your moſt need help you ! 
Swear. 1 
Ghoſt. [beneath] Swear. From 
Ham. Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit !—So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you: 
And what ſo poor àa man as Hamlet is | 
May do, to expreſs his love and befriending to you, 
God willing, ſhall not lack. Let us go in together; 
And ſtill your fingers on your lips, I pray. | 
The time is out of joint—O curſed fight! 
That ever I was born to ſet it right! © 


Nay, come, let's go together. Iren. 


* 
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1 ee 
SCENE I. An Apartment in Poroxtus“ Houſe. 


Enter PoLontus and REYNALDO. 


| 


Polonius. 


Gu him this money, and theſe notes, Reynaldo. 
Rey. I will, my lord. 


Pol. Vou ſhall do marvellouſly wiſely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you viſit him to make inquiry 


Of his behaviour. 
Rey. My lord, I did intend it. —_ 
Pol. Marry, well faid ; very well ſaid. Look you, fir, 
Inquire me firſt what Danſkers are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence ; and finding, 
By this encompaſiment, and drift of queſtion, | 
That they do know my ſon, come you more nearer; 
Then your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as *twere, ſome diſtant knowledge of him; 
As thus know his father and his friends, 
Aud, in part, him—Do you mark this, Reynaldo? 


ö 
( 
! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
|| 
} 
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A favagenefs in unreclaimed blood, 


* 


— 


Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. | 

Pol. And, in part, him; —hut, you may -en well ' 
But i t be he I mean, he's very wild, ) - 
Addifted fo and fo :—and there put on him | 
What forgeries you pleaſe ; marry, none ſo rank 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that; | 
But, fir, ſuch wanton, wild, and uſual flips, ai 


As are companions noted and moſt known 
Io youth and liberty. 


Rey. As gaming, my lord. 
Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 


Quarrelling, drabbing ;—Y ou may go ſo far. 


Rey. My lord, that would diſhonour him. | 
Pol. Faith, no; as you may ſeaſon it in the charge. 
You muſt not put another ſcandal on him, 7 
That he is open to incontinency 3 


That's not my meaning: but breathe his faults 00 quaintly, 


That they may ſeem the taints of libert FA 
The flaſh and out-break of a fiery min 


Of ; affault. 
. But, m mx $009 lord, 
3 Wherefore ſhould you do this? | 


Key. Ay, my lord, | 1 


I would know that. 


Pol. Marry, fir, here's my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch' of warrant : 

You laying theſe flight ſullies on my ſon, 

As twere a thing a little foil'd i' the working, 

Mark you, your party in converſe, him you would ſound, 

Having ever ſeen, in the prenominate crimes, 

The youth, you breathe of, guilty, be aſſur'd, 

He cloſes with you in this conſequence; 

Good, fir, or ſo; or friend, or gentleman, — 

According to the phraſe, or the . | 

Of man and country. | A 8 ens 
Rey. Very good, my lord. | 
Pol. And then, fir, | Vigo he this—He does—What was I 


About to ſay? I was about to fa 


IC: Where did L leave? 


Rey, 
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Rey. At, cloſes in the conſequence. 
At, friend or ſo, or gentleman. 
Pol. At, cloſes in the conſequence,— Ay, marry z 
He cloſes with you thus;—[ now the gentleman © 
I ſaw him yeſterday, or t other day, 
& then, A gt ſuch, or ſuch; and, as you ſay, 
There was he gaming; there o ertook in his rouſe; 
There falling out at tennis: or, perchance,, _ 
1 ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſale, 
( A a brothel) or /o forth: See you now; | 
our bait of falſehood takes this carp of truth : jy 
And thus do we of wiſdom and of reach, 
With windlaſles, and wittraſlays of bias, 
By indirections find directions out; 
So, by my former lecture and advice, 
Shall you my ſon : You have me, have you not? 
Rey. My lord, I have. | 
Pol. God be wi' you: fare you well. 2 va 
Rey. Good my lord— > 2b 
Pol. Obſerve his inclination in yourſelf. 
Rey. I fhall, my lord. 
Pal. And let him play his muſick. 
Rey. Well, my lord. 


Enter OPHELIA. 
How now, Ophelia? what's the 
matter ? * n | 44 
Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been ſo affrighted! 
Pol. With what, in the name of heaven? * 17 
Oph. My lord, as I was ſewing in my cloſet. 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrac'd ; - 
No hat upon his head ; his ſtockings fould, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle ; 

Pale as his ſhirt ; his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look ſo piteous in purport, | 
As if he had been looſed out of hell, 

To ſpeak of horrors, —he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love? | 
Oph. My lord, ſ do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 
Pal. What ſaid he? \ 


i, 


Exit. 


Pol. Farewell. 


— — 
— — GR — 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| © Opb. He took me by the wid, n 
Then goes he to the . of all his arm; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, - 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long ſtaid heſo; 
Atlaſt,—a little ſhaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a ſigh ſo piteous and profound, 
As it did ſeem to ſhatter all his bulk, 
And end his being: That done, he lets me go; 
And, with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes; 
For out o'doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the laſt, bended their light on me. 
Pal. Come, go with me; I will go ſeek the king. 
This is the very ecſtaſy of love 
Whofe violent property foredoes itſelf, 
And leads the will to deſperate undertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion under heaven, | 
That does afflict our natures. I am ſorry, — 
| "What, have you given him any hard words of late? 
12 No, my good lord; but, as you did command, 
repel his letters, and deny d 
Hs acceſs to me. 
Pal. That hath made him mad. 
Lam ſorry, that with better head and judgment, 
I had not quoted him: I fear'd he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but, beſhrew my jealouſy! 
It ſeems it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond ourſelves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger ſort 
To lack diſcretion. Come, go we to the king: 
This muſt be known; which, being kept cloſe, might 
move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 


Come. [Execunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. | The Palace.” 5 we, 
Enter the King, Queen, ROSENCRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, 


King. Welcome, dear Roſencrantz, and Gulldenſtern! 
Morebver that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke ,  — 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; ſol call it, 
Since nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was: What it ſhould be, | 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underſtanding of himſelf, 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 
That, — being of ſo young days brought up with him; 
And, ſince, ſo neighbour'd to his youth and humour, 
That you vouchſafe you reſt here in our court 
Some little time: ſo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures; and to gather, P 
So much as from occaſion you may glean, . 
Whether aught, to us unknown, 8 him thus, 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 1 
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you 
And, ſure I am, two men there are not livi d 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry and good-will, 
As to expend your time with us a while, 
For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 
Your viſitation ſhall receive fuch thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 
Rof. Both your. majeſties 
Might, by the ſovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſures more into command 
Than'to entreaty. i 
Gurl, But we both obey ; \ 
And here give up ourſelves, in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervice freely at your feet, 
2 be R 
ing. Thanks, Rozencrantz, and gentle Guildenſtern. 
Queen. Thanks, Guildenſtern, and gentle Roſencrantz: 
1 f f 


And 


1 HAMLET: 
And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too much changed fon. - Go, ſome of yort, 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. | 
Guil. Heavens make our preſence, and our practices, 
Pleaſant and helpful to him | CONE i 
BEET KF [ Exeunt Ros. and GUIs 
Queen., Ay, amen! 


Enter PoloNius. 


Pol. The embaſſadors from Norway, my good lord. 
Are joyfully return d. | | | 
| x King. Thouwftill haſt been the father of good: news. 
k| Pal Havel, my lord? Aſſure you, my good liege, 
ion 1 hold my duty, as I hold my ſoul, - 
5 Both to my God, and to my gracious king: 
Wh! | And I do think (or elſe this brain of mine 
"a Hunts not the trail of policy ſo ſure 
15h As it hath us'd to do), that I have found 
15 | The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 
King. O, ſpeak of that; that I do long to hear. 
Pol. Give firſt admittance to the embaſiadors ; 
My news ſhall be the fruit to that great feaſt. 
King. Thyſelf do grace to them, and bring them in. 
[Exit PoLONIUSs 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſon's diſtemper. 
: | zeen. | doubt, it is no other but the main; 
1 : His father's death, and our o'er-haſty marriage. 


\ 


1 « KRe-enter Pol oNius, with VOLTIMAND and CORNELIUS. 
| | | King. Well, we ſhall ſift him. Welcome, my good 
1 | | friends 8 
ol : Say, V oltimand, what from our brother Norway? 
; Volt. Moſt fair return of greetings and deſires. 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd 
* To be a preparation gainſt the Polack ; 
| - But, better look'd into, he truly. found 
| It was againſt your highneſs: Whereat griev'd;— 
| I *Fhat fo his ſickneſs, age, and impotence, * 
| | Was Rely borne in hand, — ſends out arreſts = ; 
| 8 . n 
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On Fontinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway z and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the eſſay of arms againſt your majeſty. 
 Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, | 
Gives him threeſcore thouſand crowns in annual fee; 
And his commiſſion to employ thoſe. ſoldiers, | 
So levied as before, againſt the Polack : 

With an entreaty, herein further ſhewn, . 
That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize ; 
On ſuch regards of fafety and allowance, "500 
As therein are ſet down. | 
King. It likes us well; | 
And, at our more conſider'd time, we'll read, 
Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. "2 | 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labout : 
Go to your reſt ; at night we'll feaſt together; 
Moſt welcome home [Exeunt VOLT. and Cox. 
Pol. This buſineſs is well ended. | | 
My liege, and madam, to expoſtulate 
What majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, | 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time. 
Therefore, —ſince brevity is the ſoul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs the limbs and outward flouriſhes, — 
J will be brief: Your noble ſon is mad: 
Mad call T it ; for, to define true madneſs, 
What is't, but to be nothing elſe but mad 
But let that go. 1 
ueen. More matter, with leſs art. + 
Pol. Madam, I ſwear, I uſe no art at all. 
That he is mad, tis true: tis true, tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, tis true: a fooliſh figure; 
But farewell it, for I will uſe no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect; 
Or, rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect; 
For this effect, defective, comes by Cauſe : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus perpend 
, have a daughter; have, * ſhe is mine; 


— 


Whe, 


1 
[ 
1 

' 
[| 
[ 
| 


on HAMLET. 
Who, in her duty and obedience,-mark, - ; 
Hath given me this: Now gather, and ſurmiſe. 


To the celeſtial, and my fouÞ idol, the met beautified Ophelia—- 


That's an ill phraſe; a vile phraſe; beautify'd !!: 
Is a vile phraſe ; but you ſhall hear: 1 


Theſe i in her excelleut white boſom, theſe, &c.— 


Yuen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good madam, ftay a while; I will be faichful—— 


| Doubt thou the flars are fire; [ — 
Doubt that the jun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt I love. 


O, dear Ophelia, J am ill at thefe numbers; 1 zave not art 
jo recken my groans : but that I love thee beſt, O moſt beſt, believe 


it. Adieu. 
Wine evermore, moſt dear lach, whilſt this 
machine is to him, Hamlet. 


This, i in ie hath my daughter ſhewa me: 
And, more above, hath his ſolicitings, . 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 5 
All given to mine ear. ä 
King. But how hath ſhe 
Receiv'd his love? | 1711 ry 
Pal. What do you think of 7 + #t- der! 
King. As of a man faithful and honourable,.;:/ 1 * 
Pol. I would fain prove ſo. But what might you —_— 
When I had ſeen this hot love on the wing 
(As I perceiv'd it, I muſt tell you that, t 
Before my daughter told me), what might you. 
Or my dear majeſty your queen here, thin + 
If I had play'd the deſk, or table-book ; | ori 5 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb 3 
Or look'd upon this love with idle fight? 
What might you think ? no, I went round to work, 
And my young miſtreſs thus I did beſpeak; 
Lord Hamlet is @ prince; —out of thy ſphere ; 
This muſt not be : and then I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock herſelf from his reſort, 
Admit no meſſengers, receive no tokens, 


Which done, ſhe took the fruits of my advice: 


, 
: 


And 
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And he, repulſed (a ſhort tale to make), | | | 
Fell into a ſadneſs; then into a faft ; | 
Thence to a watch; thence into a weakneſs ; 3 
Thence to a lightneſs; and, by this declenſion; 
Into the madneſs wherein nov he een 
And all we mourn for. 
King. Do you think 'tis this? 
Queen, It may be, very likely. 
Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time (Pd fain know that), 
That I have poſitively ſaid, *Tis fo,” 
When it prov'd otherwiſe? 
King. Not that I know. 
Pol. Tale this from this, if this be otherwiſe : 
| Pointing to his head and Boulder. 
Tf elidunfigtices lewd me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 
King. How may we try it further? 
Pol. You know, ſometimes he walks four hours. together, 
Here in the lobby. 
Queen. So he does, indeed. | 
Pol. At ſuch a time PI loofe my daughter to him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then; 
Mark the encounter: if hè love her not, 
And be not from his reaſon fallen thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a ſtate, | 0 
But keep a farm and carters. 
__ dey will try it, | hs 


4”; 
Enter HamLerT, reading. 


Queen, - vol look where ſadly the. poor wretch comes 
rea 

Pil. A Away, I do beſeech you, both away; 

II board him preſently:.— O, give me leave.— 
[Exeunt King and Queen. 

How Joes my good lord Hamlet ? a 

Ham. Well, God-a'-mercy. ' 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord? 

Ham. Excellent well; 
Vou are a fiſhmonger. 


Pol. Not I, my lord, * 
C 2 Ham, 
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Ham. Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man, 


Pol. Honeſt, my lord? : 

Ham. Ay, fir ; to be honeſt as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pick'd out of ten thouſand, 8 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the ſun breeds maggots in a dead dog, 
Being a god, kifling carrion,— Have you a daughter ? 

Pol. J have, my ad. | 

Ham. Let her not walk i' the ſun : conception is a 


| bleſſing; but not as your daughter may conceive: friend, 


look to't. | 
Pol. How ſay you by that? [¶Aſide.] Still barping on 
my daughter :—yet he knew me not at firſt ; he ſaid I was 
2 hſhmonger: He is far gone, far gone: and, truly, in my 
outh I ſuffered much extremity for love; very near this,» 
on ſpeak to him again, What do you read, my lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who ? | | 
Pol. I mean the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, fir : for the ſatirical rogue ſays here, that 
old men have grey beards ; that their faces are wrinkled; 
their eyes purging thick amber and plum-tree gum; and 
that they have a plentiful lack of wit, together with moſt 
weak hams: All which, fir, though I moſt powerfully and 
potently believe, yet I hold it not honeſty to have it thus 
ſet down; for yourſelf, fir, ſhall be as old as I am, like 
a crab, you could go backward. WE 

Pol. Though this be madneſs, yet there's method in't. 


[Ade 


Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 
Ham. Into my grave? 


Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air. How pregnant ſome- 
times his replies are] a happineſs that often madneſs hits 


on, which reaſon and ſanity could not fo profperouſly be 
delivered of, I will leave him, and ſuddenly contrive the 


means of meeting between him and my daughter. My 
honourable lord, I will moſt humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, fir, take from me any thing that I 
will more willingly part withal ; except my life, except my 
life, except my life. * 


Pol. 
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Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fools * 


Enter ROSENCRANTZ and Gu1LpensrerN. | 


Pal. You goto ſeek lord Hamlet: there he is, [ Exit. 

Roſ. God fave you, ir ! 5 | 

Guil. Mine honour'd lord! 

Roſ. My moſt dear lord! . 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How doſt thou, 
Ons Ab, Rofencrantz ! Good lads, how de ye 
both? LH 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy, 

On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Hem. Nor the ſoals of her ſhoe? : 

Roſ. Neither, my lord, | 

Ham, Then you live about her waiſt, or in the middle 
of her favours, | \ | 

Guil. *Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the ſecret parts of fortune? O, moſt true; ſhe 
is a ſtrumpet. What news? 

Roſ. None, my lord; but that the world's grown honeſt. 

Ham. Then is dooms-day near: But your news is not 
true, [Let me queſtion more in particular: What have 
you, my good friends, deſerved at the hands of fortuna; that 
the ſends you to priſon hither? _ a 

Guil. Priſon, my lard ! = 

Ham. Denmark's a priſon. 

Roſ. Then is the world one, 

Ham. A goodly one; in which there are many confines, 
wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one of the worſt, 

Roſ. We think not fo, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then tis none to you; for there is nothing 
—_ good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: to me it is a 

Roſ. Why, then your ambition makes it one; *tis too 
narrow for your mind. ; 

Ham, O God! I could be bounded in a nut- ſhell, and 
count myſelf a king of infinite ſpace, were it not that I have 
bad dreams, - 

C3 Guil, 
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Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; for the very 


| ſubſtance of the ambitious is merely the ſhadow. of a dream, 


Ham. A dream itſelf is but a ſhadow. 
Roſ. Truly, and I hald ambition of ſo airy and light a 


quality, that it is but a ſhadow's ſhagow. 


Ham. Then are our beggars bodies; and our monatchs, 
and out- ſtretch'd heroes, the beggars* ſhadows : : Shall We 
to the court? for, by my fay, 1 cannot reaſon, 

Bath. We'll wait upon you. | 

Ham. No ſuch matter: I will not fort you with the reſt 
of my ſervants ; for, to ſpeak to you like an honeſt man, I 
am moſt dreadfully attended]. Bog in the beaten way of 


friendſhip, what make you at Elfineur? 


Roſ. To viſit you, my lord; no other occaſton. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks; but 
T thank you: and ſure, dear friends, my thanks are too dear 
at a halfpenny, Were you not ſent for? Is it your own 
inclining ? Is it a free viſitation ? Come, come; deal juſtly 
with me: come, come; nay, ſpeak. 

Guil. What ſhould we ſay, my lord? 

Ham. Any thing—but to the purpoſe. You were ſent 
for; and there is a kind of confeſſion in your looks, which 
your modeſties have not craft enough to colour: I Ow, 
the good king and queen have ſent for you. 

Ro, To what end, my lord? Ft 

Ham, That you muſt teach me. But let me conjure- 
you, by the rights of our fellowſhip, by the conſonancy of 
our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preſerved love, and 
by what more dear a better propoſer could charge you 
withal, be even and direct with ey; whether you were ſent 
for, or no? [To GUILD, 

Ro/. What ſay you? 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you; OT you love me, 


| hold not off, 


Guil, My lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anon pre- 
vent your diſcovery, and your ſecrecy to the king and queen 
moult no feather. I have of late (but wherefore I know 
not), loſt all my mirth, forgone all cuſtom of exerciſes; and, 
indeed, it goes ſo heavil with my diſpoſition, - that- this 
goodly frame, the earth, ſeems to me a a Reril promontory ; 
r Ker i 
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this moſt excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave o'er- 


hanging firmament, this majeſtical roof fretted with golden 


fire, why, it appears no other thing to me than a foul and 
peſtilent congregation of vapours. © What a piece of work 
is a man! How noble in reaſon ! how infinite in faculties! 
in form and moving how expreſs and admirable ! in action 
how like an angel! in apprehenſion how like a god! the 
beauty of the world! the paragon of animals ! And yet, to 
me, what is this quinteſſence of duſt ? man delights not me, 
—Nnor woman neither; thougn, by your ſmiling, you men 


to ſay ſo. 
N My lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in m thoughts. 


am. Why did you laugh then, when I'faid Alan delights 

not me? 
Rof. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
lenten entertainment the players ſhall receive from you: 
we coted them on the way; and hither are they ein 


to offer you ſervice. 
Ham. He that plays the king ſhall pe welcome; his 


majeſty ſhall have tribute of me : the adventurous knight : 


ſhall uſe his foil, and target: the lover ſhall not fi igh gratis; 
the humourous man ſhall end his part in peace: the clown 
ſhall make thoſe laugh, whoſe lungs are tickled o'the ſere; 
and the lady ſhall ſay her mind freely, or the blank yes 
ſhall halt for't.—What players are they? 


Roſ. Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch delight i in, 


the tragedians of the city. 
Ham. How chances it they travel ? their reſidence, both 


in 1 and profit, was better both ways. 
I think their inhibition comes by the means of the 
m4 innovation. 
Ham. Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did when 
J was in the oo Are they fo follow d? 
Roſ. No, indeed, they are not, 
Ham. How comes it? Do they grow ruſty? ??: 
Roſ. Nay, their endewour keeps in the wonted pace: 
But there is, fir, an aiery of children, little eyaſes, that cry 
out on the top of queſtion, and are moſt tyrannically clapp'd 
for't : theſe are now the faſhion ; and ſo berattle the com- 
mon ſtages (ſo they call them), that many, wearin * 
are afraid of gooſe-quills, and dare ſcarce come thi 
C4 "Haw. 


: 
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Ham, What, are they children ? Who maintains em! 
how are they eſcoted? will they purſue the quality na 
longer than they can ing ? will they not LA if 


they ſhould grow themſelves to common players (as it is 
moſt like, if their means are no better), their writers do 
them wrong, to make them exclaim againſt their own ſuc- 
* * * 

Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on boch ſides ; ; 
and the nation holds it no fin to tarre them on to contro- 
yerſy ; There was, for a while, no money bid for argument, 
unleſs the poet and the player went to cuffs in the queſtion., 
Ham. Is it poflible? 

Gui. O, there has been much throwing aback of brains, 
Ham. Do the boys carry it away? 
* Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules and his load 


8 It is not very ſtrange: for my uncle is king of 
Denmark; and thoſe that would make mouths at him while 
my father liv'd, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats 
a- piece, for his picture in little. There i is ſomething in this 


more than natural, if philoſophy could find it out. 


Flour 1/b of tr umpets, 

. Gull, There are the players. : - 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elſineur. Your 
hands. Come then: the appurtenance of welcome is 
faſhion and ceremony: let me comply with you in this 

leſt my extent to the players, which, I tell you, muſt 
= fairly outward, ſhould more appear like entertainment 


than yours. You are welcome : but my uncle- father and 
aunt- mother are deceiv'd. 


Guil. In what, my dear lord? | 
Ham. I am but mad 0c» RED Y when the wind 
is a ſoutherly; I know a hawk fram a haud- aw, 


Enter PoLON1us, 


Pol Well be with you, gentlemen ! g 
1 Hark you, Gull enſtern: — and you too — 
at each ear a hearer: that great baby, you ſee there, is not 
et out of his ſwadling-clouts. 
Ref. Haply, he's the ſecond time come to them; for, 
they ſay, an old man is twice a child 1 
Ham. 
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Ham, 1 will propheſy he comes to tell me of the 
players; mark it. Vou fay right, ſir: on Monday morn» 
ing; 'twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, I have news to tell you. —— 
Roſcius was an aQtor in Rome—— - 

Pol. The actors are W my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz! 

Pol. Upon mine honour — , 

Ham. Then came each actor on his aſs. 

Pol. The beſt actors in the world, either for 
comedy, hiftory, paſtoral, paſtoral- comical, hiſtorical- -paſto- 
ral, [tragical-hiſtorieal, tragical-comical, hiſtorical-paſto.. | 
ral}, ſcene undividable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot 
be too heavy, nor Plautus too light: For the law of writ, 
and the liberty, theſe are the only men. 

\, Hom. O Tephibay Fudge of Jrach—what « rreaure hd 

_ What a treaſure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why——One fair daug dow, and no more, 

The which he loved paſſmg well, | 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [Aldi. 

Ham. Am] not i' the right, old Jephtha 

Pol. If you call me — gpm þ my lord, I 1 2 daughter 
* I love paſſing we 
| . Nay, that follows not. | 
Pol. What follows then, my lord ? | 
Ham. Why, as By lot, God wot, —and then, you know, 
Ir came to paſs as moſt like it was, The firſt row of the 
pious chanſon will ſhew you more; for look, where my 
abridgment comes. 


Enter four or frue Players, 
You are welcome, maſters; welcome, all :—-I am glad 
to ſee thee well: welcome, good friends., old friend! 
Why, thy face is yalanc'd . I ſaw thee lalt; Com'ſt 
thou to beard me in Denmark? What! my young lady 
and miftreſs! By-'r-lady, your ladyſhip is nearer to heaven 
than when I ſay you laſt, * the altitude of a chioppine. 
Pray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be 
not — within the ring. Maſters, you are all dei 
We 


_ 
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We ll e' en to't like French falconers, fly at any thing we | 
fee: Well haue a ſpeech ſtraight: Come, give us a taſte 


of your quality; come, a paſſionate ſpeech. 


1 Play. What ſpeech, my good lord? 
Ham. I heard thee — 2 me a ſpeech; once, — but it was 


never acted ; or, if it was, not above once: for the play, I 
remember, pleas'd not the million; twas caviare to the 
neral: but it was (as I receiv'd it, and others, whoſe 
Judgments, in ſuch matters, eried in the top of mine) an 
excellent play; well digeſted in the ſcenes, ſet down with 
as much modeſty as cunning... I remember one faid there 
were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter ſavoury 
nor no matter in the-phraſe that might indite the author of 
affection: but call'd it an honeſt method; [as wholeſome 
as fweet, - and by very much more handſome than fine ]. 
One ſpeech in it I chiefly lov'd :**twas' Eneas tale to 
Dido: and thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of 
Priam's daughter: If it live in your memory, begin at os 
line; let me fee, let me fee j—— 
The rugged Pyrrhus, like the” Hyrcanian — 

Tis not ſo; it begins with Pyrrhus. 2 
'. The rugged Pyrrbus, — be, whoſe ſable arme, 
- \ Blackas his purpoſe, did the night reſemble _ 

When he lay couched in the ominous horſe, — _ 

Hath now this dread and black complexion ſmear'd 

With heraldry more difmal; head to foot 
. Now is he total gules ; borridly trick'd oo, 

With bleed of fathers, mothers, daughters, ſons ; 

Bald and impaſled with the parching ftreets,, 

That lend a tyrannous and « damned light 

To their lord's murder: Roaſied in wrath and fire, 

And thus o er ired with cragulate gore, 

With eyes hike carbuncles, the helliſb Pyrrbuus 

Od blader Priam jeeks,—=--D0.proceed you,» | 
Poel. Fore God, my Jord, wall e with good ac 

cent and good diſcretion, " 
I Play. 1 e n 8 = 
- Striking too ſhort at Greeks; his antique fuard, | 
Rebellicus to his arm, lies where it falls, 
. Bepugrant to command: Unequal match, 


- 
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Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage, ſirikes wy k 
But with the whiff and win S of bro fer fe fell fu | 
The unnerved father falls, ſenſeleſs — 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top F 
| Stoops to his baſe and with a hideous craſh 

Takes priſoner Pyrrhus' car; for, lo! bis ſiuord, 

M hich was declining on the milky head 

Of reverend Priam, ſeem'd i the air to flick : 

So, as @ painted tyrant, Pyrrhus toad; 

And, like a neutral to * will ang matter, 

Did nothing. 

But, as we often ho and ſome florm, 

A ſilence in the heavens, the rack fland ſtill, 

The bold winds ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 

As buſh as death : anon the dreadfid thunder 

Death rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus pauſe, 

A rouſed qo him new a- work; 

And never did the Cyclops* hammer fall 

On Mars armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 

With lefs remorſe than Pyrrhus' bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam.— 

Out, out,' thou ſtrumpet Fortune ] All ye gods, 

In general ſynod, take away her power ; 

Break all the ſpokes and fellies from her wheel, 

And. bowl tbe round nave down the hill wh.» heaven, 

As. low as to the friends. 

Pol. This is too lon 

Ham. It ſhall to 0 's, with your beard, —Prither, 
ſay on :—He's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, or he leeps : 
gay on, come to Hecuba. 

1 Play. But who, O woe ! had ſeen the mobled queen, — 

Ham. The mobled queen? 

Pol. That's good; mobled queen is good. 

1 Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threat ning the flames, 

With biſſon rheum; a clout upon that head, 

Where late the diadem flood; and, for a robe, 

About her lank aud all oer-tremed a 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up; 

Who this had ſcen, with tongue in venom ſleep d, 

Gain fortune c late would treaſon have pronounc 4: 

Bur if the gods themſelves did ſee her then, 


> 


When 
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When ſhe faw Pyrrhus make 2 
In mincing with his fword her bu limbs; 
The inflant burſt of clamour that ſhe made, 
(Unleſs things mortal move them nat at all), 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 
And paſſion in the gods. | 
Pol. Look, whe'r he has not turn'd his colour, and has 
tears in's 22 no more. . 
Ham, *Tis well; I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of this 
ſoon.— Good my lord, will you ſee the players well be- 
ſtow'd ? Do you hear, let them be well uſed; for they are 
the abſtract and brief chronicles of the time: After your 
death, you were better have a bad epitaph, than their ill re- 
while you hve. 
Pol. My lord, I will uſe them according to their deſert. 
Ham. Odd's bodikins, man, much better: Uſe every 
man after his deſert, and who ſhall ſcape whipping ? Uſe 
them after your own honour and dignity. The leſs they 
deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty, Take them in. 
Poel. Come, firs. | [Exit PoLoxius. 
Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to-morrow. 
—Doſt thou hear me, old friend; can you play the murder 
of Gonzago ? 5 5 20 8 0 
1 Play. Ay, my lord. | 
Ham. We'll ha't to-morrow night. Vou could, for a 
need, ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome dozen or ſixteen lines, which 
I would fet down, and inſert in't? could you not? | 
x Play. Ay, my lord. | | - 
| Very well. Follow that lord; and look you 
- mock him not, —My good friends, [to Ros. and GviLD. } 
I'Il leave you ?till night; you are welcome to Elſineur. 
Roſ. Good, my lord. [ Exeunt Ros. and GUILD, 
am. Ay, ſo, God be wi' you: Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peaſant ſlave am I! 
Is it not monſtroũs, that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, 
Could force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 
That, from her working, all his viſage warm'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, diſtraction in's aſpect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting 
- Which forms to his conceit? And all for nothing SP 
. 3 | 1 or 
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For Hecuba! 15 


What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he ſhould weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for paſſion, 
That I have? He would drown the ſtage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid ſpeech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant; and amaze, 
The voy faculty of eyes and ears. 
d « + "ihe 
A dull and muddy-mettled raſcal, peak, | 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing; no, not for a king, 
Upon whole property, and moſt dear life, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am Ia coward! 
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate acroſs? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by the noſe? gives me the lie i' the throat, 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? * 
Ha! Why I ſhould take it: for it cannot be, 
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall : 
To make oppreſſion bitter; or ere this, | 
I ſhould have fatted all the region kites 
With this ſlave's offal ? Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorſeleſs, treacherous, lecherous, kindleſs villain ! 
Why, what an aſs am I ? This is moſt brave; 
That I, the ſon of a dear father murder'd, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, | . 
Muſt, like a whore, unpack my heart with word 
And fall a curling, like a very drab, 
A ſcullion! * 
Fie upon't! foh! | 
About, my brains! Hum! I have heard, 
That guilty creatures, fitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 
Been ftruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions: 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous organ. I'Il have theſe players 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle: I'll obſerve his looks 
I'll tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 


if - 


I now 
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I know my courſe. The ſpirit, that J have ro, 


May be a devil: and the devil hath power 


To aſſume a pleaſing ſhape; yea, and, perhaps, N 24 


Out of my weak neſs, and my melancholy | 
(As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits), 
Abuſes me to damn me: I'll haye . + 
More relative than this; the play s the things 
Wen PII catch the conſcfence of the — io 
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SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, PoLoNIuS,. Oenzzaa,' Roezvekaurs, | 


and GUILDENSTERNs 

| _ King, | 
Axp can you by no drift of conference 

Get from him, why:he puts on this confuſion 


Grating ſo harſhly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 


Roſ. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtraded ; 


But from what cauſe he will by:no means ſpeak. 


Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded ; 


But, with a crafty madneſs, keeps aloof, 


When. we would bring. him on to ſome confefion 


Of his true ſtate? Ed 
Queen. Did he receive you well! 


Roſ. Moſt like a gentleman. 


Guil. But with much forcing, of his Aden a 
R/. Niggard of queſtion; but of our demands 


Moſt freely in his reply. 
Jucen. Did you aſſay him 


To any paſtime ? 


Ro/. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain; players 
We o'er-raught on the way: of theſe we told him: 


And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: They are here about the court ; 
And, as F think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol, "Tis moſt true: 
And he beſeech'd me to entreat your majeſtic 
* hear and ſee the matter. 


4 


# 
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King. With all my heart; and it _ n content me 


To hear him fo inclin d. | 
Good gentlemen, give him · a further — iGO v0 Lon 
And drive his purpoſe on to theſe delight. 

Roſ. We ſhall, my lord. [ Exennt Ros. and Goa, 
King. Sweet Gert de, leave us too 

For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither; 

That he, as twete by 5 lay” here: rs 

Affront Ophelia.” et cl 

Her father, and myſelf (lawful eſpials) 1 

Will fo beſtow ourſelves, that, ſeeing, FG * 

We may of their encounter frankly judge; 3183 4 

And gather by him, as he is behae d, ores bie 

If 't be the affliction of his love or may; | 

That thus he ſuffers for. 

ucen. I ſhall obey you :=— 9 gotlotn 

And, for my part, Ophelia, I do ih, ing! 

That your good beauties be the happy 8 | | 

Of Hamlet's wildneſs : ſo ſhal F hope your vi virtues 

Will bring him to his 6 rv 2 again, 

To both your honours. il 1861 
Oph. Madam, I wiſh i it may. [rit Queen. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here i=Graci * 

We will beftow ourſelves: 8 2 9 on this — wo tr N 

[To Orneria. 

That ſhow of ſuch an excrciſe may colour 

Your lonelineſs. We are often to blame in 4 8 

Tis too much prow'd, that, with devotion's vilagey 

And pious action, we do ſugar o'er 

The devil himſelf. | 
King. O, tis too true how'ſmart — 

A laſh that ſpeech doth give my conſcience ! [ Aledes 

The harlot's cheek, beauty'd with plaſt'ring art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 

Than is my deed to my mot painted word: 


O heavy burden! : 
wks I hear him coming; let's withdraw, my bod e 
[ Exeunt King and Foroxrus. 
Enter HAMLET. | 


Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queſtion: Jn 


Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
7 The 
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The ſlings and arrows of t 


fortune; 
Or to take arms againſt a ſea — * 
And, by an end them? To die to lex — | 


No more and, by a ſleep to fay we end 
The heart · ach, he thouſand natural ſhocks. . 
That fleſh is heir to; Tis a conſummation . © - 
Devoutiy to be wiſh?d.' To die - to ſleep jz—— 
To ſleep! perchance, to dream; Ay, there's 4: 1 
For in that ſleep of death what dreams may Des 43A 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 155 
Muſt give us pauſe : there's the reſpect 4 &1 
That makes calamity of fo long life : + - We 
For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
The oppreſſorꝰs 0 5 „the proud man's contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's . 
The 1 [on of office, and the ſpurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf WEED his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? — fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a lie: | 
But that the dread e ſomething after death— 
'The'undifcover'd country, from whoſe bourn 
* No traveller returns—puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all; 
And. thus the native hue of reſolution 
Is ſickly'd o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
| And ow the name of action. Soft you, now! 
[Sering OrneLTA. 
The Air O cla ?——Nymph, in _ rn e 
Be all my ſins remember d. ; 
Oph, Good my lord, 
How does your _ for this many a ay: 5 
Ham. I ad thank you; well. 
Opb. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
ITbat 1 have longed long to re-deliver ; ; 
I Pray yous now receive them. 


Ham. 
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Ham. No, not I; 
I never gave you aught. 


Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right well, you did; : 


And, with them, words of ſo ſweet breath compos d 
As made the things more rich : their perfume loſt, 
Take theſe again; for to the nobleſt mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honeſt ? 

Oph. My lord! ' 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Oph. What means your lordſhip ? 

Ham. That, if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould admit 
no diſcourſe to your beauty. 

Oph. Could y, my lord, have better commerce than 
with honeſty ? | | 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will ſooner 
transform honeſty from what it is to a bawd, than the force 
of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into its likeneſs : this was 
ſome time a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I 
did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have believ'd me: for virtue can- 
not ſo inoculate our old ſtock, but we ſhall reliſh of it: 
I loy'd you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceiy'd. | 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery; why would'ſt thou be a 
| breeder of ſinners? I am myſelf indifferent honeſt ;. but yet 
I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better my 
mother had not born me: I am very proud, revengeful, 
ambitious; with more offences at my beck, than I. have 
thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them ſhape, 
or time to act them in: What ſhould ſuch fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves 
all: believe none of us: Go thy ways to a nunnery; Where's 
your father ? 

h. At home, my lord. 
am. Let the doors be ſhut upon him ; that he may 
play the fool no where but in's own houſe. Farewell. 

1 4 O, help him, you ſweet heavens ! 

. If thou doſt n give thee this plague for 
© BY 
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thy dowry : Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as ſnow, flo 
ſhalt not eſcape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery ; fare- 
well: Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for wiſe 
men know well enough what monſters you make of them. 
To a nunnery go; and quickly too. Farewell. 
Oph. Heavenly powers, reſtore him ! ' | | 
Ham. I have heard of your paintings too well enough ; 
God hath given you one face, and you make yourſelves 
another : you jig, you amble, and you liſp, and nickname 
God's creatures, and make your wantonneſs your ignorance: 
Go to; I'll no more on't; it hath made me mad. I ſay, 
we will have no more marriages: thoſe that are married 
already, all but one, ſhall live ; the reft ſhall keep as they 
are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit HAMLET. 
Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown |! 
The courtier's, ſoldier's, ſcholar's, eye, tongue, ſword 
The expectancy and roſe of the fair ſtate, 
The glaſs of fathion, and the mould of form, 
The obſerv'd of all obſervers! quite, quite down! 
And I, of ladies moſt deje& and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the honey of his muſick vows. 
Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign reaſon, 
Like ſweet bells javgled, out of tune and harſh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blaſted with ecſtaſy: O, woe is me 
To have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſee what I ſee ! 


Re-enter King and POLONIUS. 


King. Love | his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like madneſs. There's ſomething in his ſoul, 
O'er which his melancholy fits on brood ; | 
And, I do doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe, 

Will be ſome danger; which for to prevent, 

J have, in quick determination, 

Thus ſet it down; he ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute; 

Haply, the ſeas, and countries different, 

With variable objects, ſhall expel 

This ſomething-ſettled matter in his heart; 

| Whereon his brains ſtill beating, puts him thus. 
From faſhion of himſelf, What think you on't? 


Pop 
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Pol. It ſhall do well: But yet do, I believe 


The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. —How now, Ophelia? 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet ſaid; 
We heard it all. My lord, do as you pleaſe; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 

To ſhew his grief; let her be round with him 
And I'll be plac'd, fo pleaſe you, in the ear» - 
Of all their conference : If ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him; or confine him, where 
Your wiſdom beſt ſhall think. 


King. It ſhall be ſo: , r 
Madneſs in great ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [ Exeunt. 


% 1 


E liͥA. WEE = NINE 


SCENE II. 4 Hal. 
Enter HAMLET, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham. Speak the ſpeech, I pray you, as I pronounc'd it 
to you, trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth it, as 
many of our players do, I had as lieve the town-crier ſpoke 
my lines. Nor do not ſaw the air too much with your 
hand, thus ; but uſe all gently : for in the very torrent, 
tempeſt, and (as I may ſay) whirlwind of your paſſion, you 
muſt acquire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
ſmoothneſs. O, it offends me to the ſoul, to hear a robuſti- 
ous perriwig-pated fellow tear a paſſion to tatters, to wr 
rags, to ſplit the ears of the groundlings ; who, for the mo 
part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb ſhews, 
and noiſe : I would have ſuch a fellow whipp'd for o'er- 
doing Termagent; it out-herods Herod : Pray you, avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. , 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own diſcre- 
tion be your tutor: ſuit the action to the word, the word 
to the action; with this ſpecial obſervance, that you o'er- 
ſtep not the modeſty of nature: For, any thing ſo over- 
done is from the purpoſe of playing, whoſe end, both at the 
firſt, and now, was, and is, to hold as 'twere the mirror up 
to nature; to ſhew virtue her own feature, ſcorn her own 


image, and the very age and body of the time his form and 
2 D2 preſſuer. 


preſſure. No this, over-done, or come tardy off; though 
it make the unſkilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve ; the cenſure of which one, muſt, in your allowance, 
oler- weigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be players, 
that I have ſeen play, and heard others. praiſe, and that 
highly, not to ſpeak it profanely, that, neither having the 
accent of Chriſtians, nor the gait of Chriſtian, pagan, nor 
man, have ſo ſtrutted and bellow'd, that I have thought 
ſome of Natute's journeymen had made men and not made 
them well, they imitated humanity ſo abominably. 
1 Play. I hope we have reform'd thatindifferently with us. 
Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let thoſe, ay play 
ur clowns, ſpeak no more than is ſet down for them ? 
or there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, to ſet on 
ſome quantity of barren ſpectators to laugh too; though in 
the mean time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of the play be then 
to be conſidered : that's villanous ; and ſhews a mot piti- 
ful ambition in the fool that uſes it. Go, make you ready.— 
| [ Exeunt Players. 


Enter PoLontus, RosENCRANT?Z, and GUILDENSTERN. 


How now, my lord, will the king hear this piece of work ; 
Pol. And the queen too, and that preſently. 
Ham. Bid the players make haſte.— [Exit PoLox. 
Will you two help to haſten them ? 
Bath. Ay, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and GuIL, 
Ham. What, ho; Horatio! 


Enter Ho RATIO. 


Hor. Here, ſweet lord, at your ſervice. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e' en as juſt a man 
As e y converſation cop'd withal. 
Hor. O, my dear lord, —— 
Ham. Nay, do not think I-flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue haſt, but thy good ſpirits, 
To feed and clothe thee? Why ſhould the poor be flatter'd? 
No, let the candy'd tongue lick abſurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, ; 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Doſt thou hear? 


Since my dear foul was miſtreſs of her choice, 
* And 
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And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 

Hath ſeal'd thee for herſelf : for thou haſt been 

As one, in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing : 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 

Haſt ta'en with equal thanks: and bleſt are thoſe, 

Whoſe blood and judgment are fo well comingled, 

That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 

To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe: Give me that man 

That is not paſſions ſlave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of hearts, L 

As I do thee, Something too much of this, 

There is a play to-night before the king; 

One ſcene of it comes near the circu 

Which I have told thee, of my father's death. 

I prithee, when thou ſee'ft that act a-foot, 

Even with the very comment of thy ſoul 

Obſerve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 

Do not itſelf unkennel in one ſpeech, 

It is a damned ghoſt that we have ſeen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan's ſtithy: Give him heedful note: 

For I mine eyes wi rivet to his face; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 

In cenſure of his ſeeming, , 

Hor. Well, ay Se N 

f he ſteal aught, the whilſt this play is playi 

And ſcape detecling, I will pay off 2 780 
Ham. They are coming to the play; I muſt be idle: 

Get you a place. 

Daniſh march. A flouriſh. Enter King, Queen, Pol owius, 

OrhELIA, ROSENCRANTzZ, GUILDENSTERN, and others. 
King. How fares our couſin Hamlet ? 
Ham. Excellent, i' faith; of the camelion's diſh : I eat 

the air, promiſe-cram'd : You cannot feed capons ſo. 
King. I have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet; theſe 

words are not mine. | 
Ham. No, nor mine now.——My lord, you play'd once 

i” the 27 une 2 ſay ? [Ie PoLomwvs. 

oo That I did my lord: and was accounted a good 
os. | 
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Ham. And what did you ena? , 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cæſar: I was kill'd ! the capitol; 
Brutus kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill ſo capital a calf 
there. —Be the players ready? 

Roſ. Ay, my lord; they ſtay upon your patience. 

Oueen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 

Hol. O ho] do you mark that? [To the King, 

Ham. Lady, ſhall I lie in your lap? 

[ Lying down at OPHELIA's feet. 

Oph. No, my lord, | | 

Ham. I mean my head upon your lap: 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids' legs, 

Oph. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord, 

Ham. Who, I? 
 Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. G1 your only jig- maker. What ſhould a man 
do, but be merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mo- 
ther looks, and my father died within theſe two hours. 

Opb. Nay, tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay, then let the devil wear black, for 
I'll have a ſuit of ſables. O heavens ! die two months ago, 
and not forgotten yet? Then there's hope, a great man's 
memory may outlive his life half a year: But, by'r-lady, 
he muſt build churches then: or elſe ſhall he ſuffer not 
thinking on, with the hobby-horſe ; whoſe epitaph is, For, 
O, for, O, the hobby-horſe is forgot. | | 

t Trumpets ſound. The dumb ſhew follows, 

Enter a king and queen, very lovingly; the queen embracing 
him, and be her. She Eneels, and makes ſhew of protgſtation 
unto im. He takes her up, and declines his head upon her 
neck; lays him down upon a bank of flowers; he ſeeing him 

ofleep, leaves him. Anon, comes in a fellow, takes off his 
crown, kiſſes it, and pours poiſon in the King's ears, and exit. 

ö | | The 
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The queen returns; finds the king dead, and makes paſſionate 
attion. Thbe poiſoner, with ſome two or three mutes, comes in 
again, ſeeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
" away. The poiſoner woos the queen with gifts ; ſhe ſeems 

hath and unwilling a while, but in the end accepts his love. 
[Exeunt, 


Oph. What means this, my lord ? | 
Ham. Marry, this is miching malicho: it means miſ- 


chief. 
Oph. Belike, this ſhow imports the argument of the 


play. 
Enter PROLOGUE. 
Ham. We ſhall know by this fellow: the players can- 
not keep counſel ; they'll tell all. 


Oph. Will he tell us what this ſhew meant ? 
Ham. Ay, or any ſhew that you will ſhew him : Be not 


you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it 
means. 


| Oph. You are naught, you are naught ; I'll mark the 
4 
Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 
Here /looping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patientiy. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the poſy of a ring ? 

Oph. *Tis brief, my lord. | 

Ham. As woman's love. | 

Enter a King and Queen 
P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus? cart gone 
round 

Neptune's ſalt waſh, and Tellus' orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrowed ſheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commytual in moſt facred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journies may the ſun and moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done 
But, woe is me, you are ſo ſick of late, 
So far from cheer, and from your former ſtate, 
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That I diſtruſt you. Yet, though I diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my lord, it nothing muſt : 

For women fear too much, even as they love. 

And women's fear and love hold quantity; 

In neither ought, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know; 
And as my love is ſiz d, my fear is ſo. | 
Where love is great, the littleſt doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

P. King. Faith, I muſt leaye thee, love, and ſhortly too; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do: vo 
And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 

Honour'd, beloy'd : and, haply, one as kind 
For huſband ſhalt thou 
P. Queen. O, confound the reſt ! 
Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt : 
In ſecond huſband let me be accurſt 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt. 
Ham. That's wormwood. 
P. Queen. The inſtances, that ſecond marriage move, 
Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of love: 
A ſecond time I kill my huſband dead 
When ſecond huſband kiſſes me in bed. 
P. King. I do believe you think, what now you ſpeak: 
But, what we do determine oft we break. | 
Purpoſe is but the ſlave to memory; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, ſticks on the tree; 
But fall, unſhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moſt neceflary tis, that we forget - 
To pay ourſelves what to ourſelves is debt : 
What to ourſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 
| The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe. 
The violence of either grief or joy, 
Their own enactures with themſelves deſtroy : 
Where joy moſt revels, grief doth moſt lament : 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on ſlender accident. 

This world is not for aye; nor *tis not ſtrange, 

'That even our loves ſhould with our fortunes change; 

For *tis a queſtion left us ſtill yet to prove, 


Whether love lead fortune, or elſe fortune love. 
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The great man down, you mark, his favourite flies ; 

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies, 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend: 

For who not needs, ſhall never lack a friend? 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly ſeaſons him his enemy, 

But, orderly to end where I begun 

Our wills and fates do ſo contrary run, 

That our devices ſtill are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

he think thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed ; 

ut die thy thoughts, when thy firſt lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light! 

Sport, and repoſe, lock from me, day and night! 

To deſperation turn my truſt and hope 

An anchor's cheer in priſon be my ſcope ! 

Each oppoſite, that blanks the face of joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it deſtroy ! 

Both here, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 

If, once a widow, ever I be wife! 
Ham If ſhe ſhould break it now, — [Tz QeneL14A, 
P_ King. Tis deeply ſworn. Sweet, leave me here a- 


while ; | 
My ſpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with ſleep. [ Sleeps, 
P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain: 
And never come miſchance betwixt us twain! [ Exit, 


Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 
ueen. The lady doth proteſt too much, methinks, 
Jam. O, but ſhe'll keep her word. LES 

King. Have you heard the argument? Is thereno offence 
in't? | 

Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, pojſon in jeſt ; no of- 

ce i“ the world. 

2g; What do you call the play? 

Ham. The mouſe · trap. . how? Tropically, 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna: Gon- 
zago is the duke's name; his wife Baptifta; you ſhall ſee 
anon; tis a knaviſh piece of work: But what of that? 

our majeſty, and we that have free ſouls, it touches us not: 
Let the gall'd jade wince, our withers are unwrung,— 
* 7 Enter 
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Enter Lucianus. 


This is one Lucianus, nephew to the duke, 
Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. | 
Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, if 1 

could ſee the puppets dallying. | | 
Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keer. 

Ham. It would coſt you a groaning, to take of my edge. 
Oþh. Still better, and worſe. | 
Ham, So, you miſtake your huſbands, 

Begin, murderer.—Leave thy damnable faces, and begin. 

\Come—The croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 

agreeing; | 

Confederate ſeaſon, elſe no creature ſeeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds coileted, 

With Hecat's ban thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 

Thy natural magic, and dire property, 


On wholeſome life uſurp immediately. 
[ Pours the Poiſon into his ears. 


Ham. He poiſons him i' the garden for his eſtate. His 


' name's Gonzago: the ſtory is extant, and written in very 


choice Italian: You ſhall ſce anon, how the murderer gets 


the love of Gonzago's wife, 
Opb. The king riſes. | 
Ham. What! frighted with falſe fire! 
Queen. Haw fares my lord? 
Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King. Give me ſome light :—away ! 
All. Lights, lights, lights ! | 
[ Exeunt all but HAMLET and HoRATIO. 
Ham. Why, let the ſtrucken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play: 
For ſome muſt watch, while ſome muſt ſleep ; 
Thus runs the world away. ; 
Would not this, fir, and a foreſt of feathers (if the reſt of 
my fortunes turn Turk with me), with two Provencial 
roſes on my rayed ſhoes, get me a fellowſhip in a cry of 
players, fir? ME r 
555 Half a ſhare. | 
Ham. A whole one, I. 
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For thou doſt know. O Damon dear, 
This realm diſmantled was 
Of Jove himſelf; and now reigns here 
A very, very—peacock, \ 
Hor. You might have thee 
Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the ghoſt's word for a 
thouſand pound. Did'ſt perceive ? | 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poiſoning — 
Hor. 1 did very well note him. ; 
Ham. Ah, ha !—Come, ſome muſick ; come, the re- 
corders, — 
For if the king like not the comedy, 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy.— 


Enter RoSENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. © 


Come, ſome muſick. | 
Guil. Good, my lord, vouchſafe me a word with you. 
Ham. Sir, a whole hiſtory. 

Guil. The king, fir— 

Ham. Ay, fir, what of him ? | 

Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous diſtemper'd, 

Ham. With drink, fir ? | 

Gul. No, my lord, with choler. | 

Ham. Your wiſdom ſhould ſhew itſelf more richer, to 
ſignify this to the doctor; for, me to put him to his purga - 
tion, would, perhaps, plunge him into more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your diſcourſe into ſome frame, 
and ſtart not ſo wildly from my affair. p 

Ham. I am tame, fir : —- pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in moſt great affliction 
of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 

Ham. You are welcome, 

Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courteſyis not of the right 
breed, If it ſhall pleaſe 2 to make me a wholeſome an- 
ſwer, I will do your mother's commandment: if not, your 
pardon, and my return ſhall be the end of my buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. | 

Gul. What, my lord? 

Ham, 
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Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer ; my wit's diſeas'd: 
But, fir, ſuch anſwer as I can make, you ſhall command ; 
or rather, as you ſay, my mother : therefare no more, but 
to the matter: My mother, you ſay— h 

Raf. Then thus ſhe fays ; your behaviour hath ſtruck 
Her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful ſon; that can ſo aſtoniſh a mother 
But is there no ſequel at the heels of this mother's admira- 
tion? impart, 

— deſires to ſpeak with you in her cloſet, ere you 
: to , 
8 We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us ? 

Roj. My lord, you once did love me, 

Ham. And do ftill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Roſ. Good my lord, what is your cauſe of diſtemper ? 
You do, ſurely, bar the door upon your own liberty, —f 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement, 

Roſ. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
king himſelf for your ſucceſſion in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, ſir, but While the graſs grows,the proverb 
is ſomething muſty, 


Enter the Players, with Recorders. 


O, the recorders let me ſee one.—To withdraw with 

you :—Why do you go about to recover the wind of m 

as if you would drive me me into a toil ? 
Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is toe 


unmannerly. 


Ham. I do not well underſtand that, Will you play 


ppon this pipe ? 
150% My lord, I cannot, 
Ham. I pray you. 
Guil. Believe me, I cannot, 
Ham. I do beſeech you. 
Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 


Ham. Tis as eaſy as lying: govern theſe ventages with 
your fingers and thumb, giye it breath with your mouth, and 
4 er it 
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it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent muſick: Look you, theſe are 
the ſtops. | 

Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance of 
harmony; have not the ſkill. 

Ham. Why, look: you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me? You would play upon me; you would ſeem 
to know my ſtops ; you would pluck out 1 heart of my 
myſtery; you would ſound me from my loweſt note to the 
top of my compaſs: and there is much muſick, excellent 
voice, in this little organ; yet cannot you make it ſpeak. 
Why, do you think, that I am eaſier to be play'd on than a 
pipe? Call me what inſtrument you will, though you can 
fret me, you cannot play upon me. 


— 


Enter Pol oNius. 


God bleſs you, fir ! 
Pol. My lord, the queen would ſpeak with you, and 
reſently. 
1 Ham. Do you ſee yonder cloud, that's almoſt in ſhape of 
a camel ? | 
Pol. By the maſs, and *tis like a camel indeed. 
Ham. Methinks it is like a weazel. 
Pol. It is back'd like a weazel. 
Ham. Or like a whale? 
Pol. Very like a whale, * | 
Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by 
They fool me to the top of my bent. ——I will come by 
and by. {Zed 
Pol. I will fay ſo. % 
Ham. By and by is eaſily faid. —Leave me, friends. 
Exeunt Ros. Goll. Hor. c. 
Tis now the very witching time of night; 
When church- yards yawn, and hell itſelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do ſuch buſineſs as the bitter day | 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mother. 
O, heart, loſe not thy nature; let not ever | 
The ſoul of Nero enter this firm boſom: 
Let mebe cruel, not unnatural: 
I will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none; 4 F- 
y 


6⁴ HAMLET: 
My tongue and ſoul in this be hypocrites : 


How. in my words ſoever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeals never, my ſoul, conſent ! 


m 
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SCENE III. 7 Room in the Palace. 


Enter the King, ROSENCRANT?, and GUILDENSTERN« 


Ling. I like him not; nor ſtands it ſafe with us, 

To let his madneſs range. Therefore prepare you; 
I your commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you : 
The terins of our eſtate may not endure 
Hazard ſo near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 

Guil. We will ourſeves provide: 
Moſt holy and religious fear it is 
To keep thoſe many bodies ſafe, 

That live and feed upon your majeſty. 

Rof.. The ſingle and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the ſtrength and armour of the mind, 

To keep itſelf from *noyance ; but much more, 
That ſpirit, upon whoſe weal depend and reſt 
The lives of many. The ceaſe of majeſty 
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with it: it is a maſly wheel, 

- Fix'd on the ſummit of the higheſt mount, 

To whoſe huge ſpokes ten thouſand lefler things 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each ſmall annexment, petty conſequence, 

Attends the boiſterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king ſigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this ſpeedy voyage ; 

For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 


Both. We will haſte us. [ Exeunt Ros. and GvuiL, 


| Enter PoLoNnivus. | 
Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet ; - 


Behind the arras I'll convey myſelf, 
To hear the proceſs ; I'll warrant, ſhe'll tax him home: 


And, as you ſaid, and wiſely was it faid, 
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Tis meet, that ſome more audience than a mother, 

Since nature makes them partial, ſhould o'er-hear 

The ſpeech, of vantage. Fare ary well, my liege: 

I'll call upon you ere you go to 

And tell you what I know. 
King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

O, my offence is rank, it ſmells to heaven z ' 

It hath the primal eldeſt curſe upon't, 

A brother's murder Pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as ſharp as will; 

My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent; 

And, like a man to double buſineſs bound, 

I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 

And both neglect. What if this curſed hand. 

Were thicker than itſelf with brother's blood ? 

Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heavens _ 

To waſh it white as ſnow ? Whereto ſerves mercy, 

But to confront the viſage of offence ? 

And what's in prayer. but this two-fold force. 

To be foreſtalled, ere we come to fall, | 

Or pardon'd, being down? Then PII look up; 

My fault is paſt. But, O, what form of prayer 

Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder 

That cannot be; ſince I am ſtill poſſeſs'd 

Of thoſe. effects for which I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence's gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice; 

And oft *tis ſeen, the wicked prize itſelf 

Buys out the law: but *tis not ſo above. 

There is no ſhuffling, there the action lies 

In its true nature; and we ourſelves compell'd, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence, What then? what reſts ? 

Try what repentance can: What cannot it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ſtate | O'boſom, black as death! 

O limed ſoul ! that, ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd | Help, angels, make aſſay 

Bow, ſtubborn knees ! and, heart, with ſtrings of ſteel, . 


_—- HAMLET. 


Be ſoft as ſinews of the new-born babe; | 
All may be well! | [The king kneels, 
Enter HAMLET. 15 | 
Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying; 
And now ['ll do't ;--And fo he goes to heaven: 
And ſo am I reveng'd ? That would be ſcann'd: 
A villain kills my father z and, for that, 
I, his ſole ſon, do this ſame villain ſend 
'To heaven. | | 
Why, this is hire and ſalary, not e of 
He took my father groſsly, full of bread ; 
With all his crimes broad blown, as fluſh as May; 
And, how his audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heaven? 
But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
*Tis heavy with him: And am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his ſoul, 
When he is fit and ſeaion'd for his paſſage ? 
No. 8 
Up, ſword; and know thou a more horrid bent: 
When he is drunk, aſleep, or in his rage ; 
Or in the inceſtuous pleaſures of his bed; 
At gaming, ſwearing ; or about ſome act 
That has no reli ſh of ſalvation in't: 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven; 
And that his ſoul may be as damn'd, and black, 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother ſtays ; 
This phyſick but prolongs thy ſickly days, [ Exit. 
The King riſes. 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below : 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. [ Exit, 
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SCENE IV. The Queen cloſet. 
Enter Queen and PoLon1vs, 


Pol. He will come ſtraight. Look, you lay home to him: 
Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with; 
And that your grace hath ſcreen'd and ſtood between 
Much heat and him. I'll filence me e' en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. | 

; Ham. 
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Fra [ within.) Mother, mother, mother | 


Deen, I'll warrant you; fear me not. 


Withdraw, hear him coming. [ Potonrus * lunch. 


Enter HAMLET. 


Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter? 
Queen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended, 1 
Queen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked tongue. 
veen. Why, how now Hamlet? | 
What's the matter now? UAE 1 7 
por Have you forgot me? | Me 
Ham. No, by the rood, not fo : | 1 
Fou are the queen, your huſband's brother 's wites 
And -' would it were not fo you are my mother. 
-_ Nay, then I'll ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 
am. Come, come, and fit you down; you ſhall not 
bucdge; | | | 
You go not, till I ſet you up a glaſs | | 
Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 
Queen, What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me? 
Help, help, ho! _ 125 
20 C Bobind, ] What, ho! help! 
Ham. How now! a rat? 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 
HAMLET /trikes at Poxontus ab the are. 
Pol. [ Bebind.] O, I am lain. 5 
ucen. O me, what haſt thou done? 
am. Nay, I know not: 


Is it the king ? 
O, what a raſh and bloody deed is this! 


Hom. A bloody deed ;—almoſt as bad, good _—_ | 
As kill a king, _ marry with his brother, | 
F As kill a king? N 200 
am. Ay, lady, twas my word.— | 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, farewell! 
[To PoLonIvs. 
I took thee for thy better; take thy fortune: 
Thou find' ſt, to be too buſy is ſome danger. — 
Lone wringing of your as” Peace, fit you n, 


0 
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And let me wring your heart: for ſo I ſhall, 

If it be made of penetrable ſtuff; 

If damned cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, _ 

That it be proof and bulwark againſt ſenſe. 

Ducen. What have J done, that thou dar'ſt wag thy 

| tongue \ 

In noiſe fo rude againſt me? 

Ham. Such an act; 

That blurs the grace and bluſh of modeſty: 

Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the roſe 

From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 

And ſets a bliſter there ; makes marriage vows 

As falſe as dicers? oaths : O, ſuch a deed, 

As from the body of contraction plucks 

'The very ſoul; and ſweet religion makes _ 

A rhapſody of words: Heaven's face doth glow ; 

Vea, this ſolidity and compound maſs, . 
With triſtful viſage; as againſt the doom, 

Is thought-ſick at the act. 

Queen. Ay me, what act, | | 
That roars ſo loud; and thunders in the index? 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 

The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was ſeated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himſelf ; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A ftation like the herald Mercury, 

New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill; 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

Where every god did ſeem to ſet his ſeal, 

o give the world aſſurance of a man: ; 
This was your huſband. Look you now, what follows: 
Here is your huſband ; like a mitdew'd ear, 

Blaſting his wholefome brother. Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha! have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love: for, at your age, 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment ; and what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? Senſe, ſure, you have, 
Elfe cauld you not have motion : But, ſure, that ſenſe 


. 
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15 apoplex'd; for madneſs would not etr; 
Nor ſenſe to ecſtaſy was ne er fo thrall'd, 
But it reſerv'd ſome quantity of choice, 1 
To ſerve in ſuch a difference; What devil was't; 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hood-man blind ? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without ſight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, ſmelling fans all, 
Or but a ſickly part of one true ſenſe 
Could not ſo mope: 
O ſhame ! where is thy bluſh ? Rebellious hell, 
If thou canſt mutiny in a matron's bones, | 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no ſhame; 
When the compulſive ardour gives the charge; 
Since froſt itſelf as actively doth burn, | 
And reaſon panders will. 
Queen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more: 
Thou turn'ſt mine eyes into my very ſoul; 
And there I ſee ſuch black and grained ſpots; 
As will not leave their tinct. 
Ham. Nay, but to live | 
In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed; 2 
Stew'd in corruption; honeying, and making love 
Over the naſty ſtye;: —- | 
Queen. O, ſpeak to me no more; 
| Theſe words, like daggers, enter in mine ears; 
No more, ſweet Hamlet. ; 4 
Ham. A murderer, and a villain: 
A ſlave; that is not twentieth part the tythe 
your precedent lord: a vice of kings; 
A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule; 
That from a ſhelf the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocket ! | 
Qucen. No more. 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Him. A king of ſhreds and patches :— 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your winge, | 
You _— guards l— What would your graejous 
| gure? TY 
Queen, Alas, he's mad! | 
| -E2 Han. 
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Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 05 4 | 


That, laps'd in time and paſſion, let's go by . - 
The important acting of your dread command? 
O, ſay! "8 DG AR IH n 
655%. Do not forget: This viſitation 
Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother fits : 
O, ſtep between her and her fighting ſoul ; 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt works 
Speak to her, Hamlet. dt 
Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 
Queen. Alas, how is't with you? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporeal air do hold diſcourſe? 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep; - 
And, as the ſleeping ſoldiers in the alarm, 
. Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 
Starts up, and ſtands on end. O, gentle ſon! 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper _, 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? ? 
Ham. On him ! on him !—Look you, how pale heglares!. 
His form and cauſe conjoin'd, wig One to ſtones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me; 
Leſt, with this piteous action, you convert 
My ſtern effects: then what I have to do 
Wl want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Queen. To whom do you ſpeak this? | 
Ham. Do you ſee nothing there? 
Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I ſee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? | 
Queen. No, nothing, but ourſelves, 


Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it ſteals away ! 


My father, in his habit as he liv'd ! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 
9, 3 By. Sug; rt 
ueen. is is the very coinage r brain: 
This bodileſs creation ellas 8 
Is very cunning in. 
Ham. Ecſtaſy! | 
My pulſe as yours doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful muſick: It is not madneſs 


. 
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That Thave utter'd : bring me to the teſt, 
And I the matter will re- Word; which madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your ſoul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks : | 
It will but ſkin and film the ulcerous place 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unſgen. Confeſs yourſelf to heaven: 
Repent what's paſt ; avoid what is to come; 
And do not ſpread the compoſt on the weeds. 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue: 
For, in the fatneſs of theſe purſy times, | 
Virtue itſelf of vice muſt pardon beg; , 
Yea, curb, and woo, for leave to de him good. 
Queen. O, Hamlet] thou; haſt cleft my heart in twain. | 
Ham. O, throw away the worſer 125 of it, Fi 
And hve the purer with the other half. 
Good night: but go not to mine uncle's bed; 
Aſſume a virtue, f you have it not. 
That monſter, cuſtom, who all ſenſe doth eat, 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this; 
That to the uſe of actions fair and good 
He likewiſe gives a frock, or livery, . 
That aptly, is put on: Refrain to-night ; 
And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 
To the next abſtinence ; the next, more eaſy: 
For uſe can almoſt change the ſtamp of nature, 
And either maſter the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night! 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 
Il bleſſing beg of you.— For this ſame lord, 
| [Pointing to POLON1US, 
I do repent ; but heaven hath pleas'd it fo— 
To puniſh him with me, and me with this 
That I muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 3 
The death I gave him. So, again good night - 
I muſt be cruel, only to be kind: | 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind, — 
One word more, good lady. 
Queen, What ſhall I do? 
E 3 Ham. 


- 
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yo HAMLET. 
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you da: 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed, 
| Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call 5 his mouſe ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy ki 
Or paddling in your neck with his dama'd fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I eſſentially am not in madneſs, _ 
But mad in craft. Twere good, you let him know; 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, Sher, wiſe, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a 
ome dear concerning hide ? who wou 4 do ſo? 
o, in deſpight of ſenſe, and ſecrecy, 
Unpeg the * on the houſe's top, 
Lett the birds fl 0 z and, like the famous ape, 
try concluſions, in "the baſket creep, 
e break ur neck down. 
e thou aſſur d, if words be made of tea 
And th of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. 
Ham. 1 muſt to England; you know that? 
Queen. Alack, I had forgot ; z tis ſo concluded on. 
Ham. There $letiers ſeaPFd: and mytwo „ ee 
Whom I will well. 94 I — a fang'd,— 
They bear the mandate; they muſt ſ my wa 
And marſhal me to knavery: "Leti it 1 ; KT? 
For 'tis the ſport, to have the engineer 
Hoift with his own petar : and it ſhall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon: O, tis moſt ſweet 
When in one line two crafts direly meet! 
This man ſhall ſet me packin 
7'll lug the guts into the -—» — 
Mother, good night. — Indeed, this 2 
Is now moſt ſtill, 2 ſeeret, and maſt 
Who was in life a fooliſh prating knave. 
Come, fir, to draw ns an end with YOU; 
Jood night, mother. 


le Exit the Wer, and HAMLET dragging i in PoLoxius, 
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A Gοπ⏑ N. - 
SCENE I. A Royal Apartment. 


Enetr King, Queen, ROSENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 
King. 
Trxnt's matter in theſe ſighs, theſe profound heaves, 
You muſt tranſlate ; *tis fit we 8 them: 
Where is your ſon? | 
Queen. Beſtow this place on us a little while.— 
[To Ros. and GUILD. who go out. 
Ah, my good lord, what have I ſeen to-night? 
' King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
ueen. Mad, as the ſea, and wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier : In his lawleſs fit, 
Behind the arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat! A rat! 
And, in this brainiſh apprehenſion, kills 
The unſeen good old man. 
King. O heavy deed | | 
It had been fo with us had we been there: 
His liberty is full of threats to all; 
To you yourſelf, to us, to every one. 
Alas! how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwer'd ? 
It will be laid to us ; whoſe providence 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad young man: but, ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit; | 
But, like the owner of a foul diſeaſe, | 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
Queen. Lo draw apart the body he hath kill'd: 
O'er whom his very madneſs, like ſome ore, 
Among a mineral of metals baſe, 
' Shews itſelf pure: he weeps for what is done, 
King. O, Gertrude, come away | i 
The ſun no ſooner ſhall the mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence : and this vile deed 
We muſt, with all our majeſty and ſkill, 
Both countenance and excuſe. —Ho! Guildenſtern 


„ Enter 
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Eimer RosENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN, 


Friends both, go join you with ſome further: 


Hamlet in madneſs hath Polonius ſlain, 
And from his mother's cloſet hath he dragg'd him: 
Go, ſeek him out; ſpeak fair, and bring the body 


Into the chapel. I pray you, haſte in this, 
+ [Exeunt Ros. and GUIL, 


Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt friends, 


And let them know both what we mean to do, 


And what's untimely done; for haply ſlander, 
Whoſe whiſper o'er the world's diameter 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

Tranſports his poiſon'd ſhot, may miſs our name, 
And hit the woundleſs air. —O, come away! | 
My ſoul is full of diſcord and diſmay, [ Exeunt. 


A 
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SCENE II. Another Room. 
Enter HAMLET. 


Ham. Safely ftow'd, but ſoft. - 
Ros. c. within. Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! | 
Ham. What noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet? O, here they 
come. ä | 1 
Enter ROSENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 


Rofſ. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body? 

Ham. Compounded it with duſt, whereto tis kin. 

Roſ. Tell us where tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 1 bee as | 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

R/. Believe what? EY | 

am. That I can keep your counſel, and not mine own. 

Beſides, to be demanded of a ſpunge hat replication 
ſhould be made by the ſon of a king ? 1 

Roſ. Take you me for a ſpunge, my lord? 

Ham. Ay, fir ; that ſoaks up the king's countenance, his 
rewards, his authorities, But ſuch officers do the king 
beſt ſervice in the end; he keeps them, like an ape, in the 
corner of his jaw; firſt mouth'd, to be laſt ſwallow'd; 
when 
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when he needs what you have-glean'd, it is but ſqueezing 
you, and, ſpunge, you ſhall be dry again, © © 

Roſ. I underſtand you not, my lor 

Ham. I am glad of it; a ai pech fleeps i in a 
fooliſh ear. | N 
Reſ. My lord, you muſt ell es obere the body 3, and 
go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is 0 the king . but the king iv/not 
with the my he king is a ting 5 

Guil. A t ing, my lordꝰ?ꝰ 

Ham. Of nothing; bring me to him. Hide 1 5 and 
all after. 1 


SCENE. III. Huber Roan. = 
Enter the King. 


Xing. I have ſeat to ſeek him, and to find dogs 
How dangerous 1s it that this man goes looſe? 
Yet muft not we put the ſtrong law on him: 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted multitude, - +7 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; * 
And, where 'tis ſo, the offender's ſcourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all ſmooth — even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem , | 
Deliberate pauſe : diſeaſes, deſperate grown, 
By deſperate appliance are reliev'd, 
Or not at all.— flow now? what hath befallen? 


Enter ROSENCRANTZ, 
Roſ. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my. lor 


We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he? 2 
Re. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your 
| pleaſure. | 
Bring him before us. _ 
175 Ho, Gulldenſtem ! bring in my lord. 


Enter HaMLET and GurllpkExsrERN. 


Ling. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
Ham. At ſupper. 


King, 
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Ling. At ſupper? Where? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; "2 
certain convocation. of politic worms are een at him. 
Your worm is your only emperor for diet; we fat all crea- 
tures elle to fat us; and we fat ourſelves for maggots: your 
fat king, and your lean beggar, is but variable ſervice; two 
2 but to one table; that's the end. 

King. Alas, alas! _ | 
Ham. A man may fGiſh-with Want + 8 moe of 
a king; and eat of — fiſh that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What doſt thou mean by this? 

. Ham, Nothing, but to ſhew you how a "ne may go a 

pro reſs through the guts of a beggar. | 
: ing. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham. In heaven: ſend thither to ſee : Köber Tl 
find him not there, ſeek him in the other place yourſelf, 
But, indeed, if you find him not within this month, you 
ſhall nofe-him as you go up the ſtairs i into the lobby. ne 

King. Go ſeek him there. 

Ham. He will ſtay till you come. Ius Attendants, 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine eſpecial fafery,— 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve | 
For that which thou haſt done, —muſt ſend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſs : therefore, prepare thyſelf; 

The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The aſſociates tend, and every thing 1 is bent 
. or England. 25 

Ham. For England! Aimee 

Kang. r * F 

Ham. Good 

U. So is it if thou knew'ft our purpoſes, . 

Ham. I fee a cherub that ſees them. —But, come; for 

England !\——-Farewell, dear mother. 

ng. Thy loving father, Hamlet. | 

Ham. My mother :—father and mother is man and wife ; 
man and wife is one fleſh ; and, ſo, my mother. Came, 
for England. Exit. 

King. Follow bim at FEI tempt him with ſpeed aboard; 
1 it not, I'll have him hence to-night : -- 

Away; fot every thing is ſea'd and done 
- 


That 
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That elſe leans on the affair; pro you ou make haſte. 
xeunt Ros, and Gun. 
| And, England! if my love thou 0 at aught 
(A s my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe; . 
nee yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red n 
After the Daniſh ſword, and thy free awe | 
Pays homage to us), thou may'| not coldly ſet 
9 ſovereign proceſs; which imports at full 
— — letters conjuring to that effect, 
| preſent death of Hamlet. Do it, Englard; . 
For like the hectic in my blood he 
And thou muſt cure me: till I know tis done, 
Howe er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun. LE. 


— ——. 


— 


SCENE IV, The Frontiers of Denmark. 
Enter Fox TIN RAR AS, with an Army. 
For. Go, captain, from me greet the Daniſh king; 
Tell him, that by his licenſe Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march gy 
Over his kingdom, You know the rendezyous. 
If that his majeſty would aught with us, 


We ſhall expreſs our duty in his eye, 
And let him know ſo. 
Capt. I will do't, my lord, 
Por. Go ſoftly on, | | [Exit FoRTINBRAS, &c. 


Enter Haze, Ro8ENCRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, Cc. 


Ham. Good ſir, whoſe 3 are theſe? 

Capt. They are of Norwa 

Ham. How purpos'd, fir, 29 155 pay you? 

Capt. Againſt ſome part of P 

Ham. Who commands them, wh 

Capt. The nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras, 

Ham. Goes i OE IO Poland, fir, 
Or for ſome frontier ? | 

Capt, Truly to ſpeak, and with no addition, 
Me go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
Tg pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it, * 

2 | * * 
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Nor vil l eld to or the Pole 
A tanker. __ ito Norway fold in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Polack-never will defend it. 

Capt. Ves, tis already garriſon dd. 

Ham. Two thoufand ſouls and twenty thouſand "RY 
Will not debate the queſtion of this ftraw ; | 
This is the impoſthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and ſhews no cauſe without 
Why the man dies. ave humbly thank you firs - 


Capt. God be wi'ye, ſir. En Captain. 
Ri WilPt ple 70 go, my lord? 
Ham. L will be wi you ſtraight, Go a little before. 


/  [Exeunt Ros. and the 3 

How all occaſions do inform againſt me, 

And ſpur my dull revenge! What is a man 

If his chief good, and market of his time, 

Be but to fleep and feed? a beaſt, no more. | 
Sure, he that made us with ſuch large Abart, 

Looking before and after, gave us a 
That capability and godlike reaſonn 

To ruſt in us unus d. Now, whether it be. LOT 

Beſtial oblivion, -or ſome eraven feruple ot 

Of thinking too preciſely on the event. — 

A thought which, quarter'd, hath but one part dem, 

And ever three parts coward I do not know 
- Why yet I live to ſay, This thing's to us; | 

Sith I have cauſe, and will, and ſtrength, and means, 
To do't. Examples, g roſs as earth, exhort me; 

Witneſs this army of bach maſs and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince; = 

Whoſe ſpirit with divine ambition puft, 

Makes mouths at the inviſible event; 

Expoſing what is mortal and unſure 

To all that fortune, me * danger dare, 

Even for an egg-ſhell, Rightly to be great 


Is not to ſtir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a ſtraw, _ 
When horiour's at the ſtake. How ſtand I den 
That have a father kill'd, a mother ſtain'd, 
Excitements of my reaſon and my blood, 

And let _ fleep? while to my ſhame I ſee 


The 


[ 
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The eminent death of twenty thouſand men, N 

That, for a fantaſy and trick of fame, v2 

Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot, 

Whereon the numbers cannot cry the cauſe, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the ſlain ? O, from this time forth 

My thoughts be bloody or be n n * 


ri. af _—— — 


* . . . — — 
* 


SCENE V. Elfmeur: 2 in the en | 


Enter the Queen and HoRAT10. 
Queen. 


I will not ſpeak with her. 
Hor. She is importunate ; indeed, diſtracted; 
Her mood will needs be pity c. 

_—_— What would ſhe have? 

or. She ſpeaks much of her father; ſays the hears 
There's tricks i' the world; and heins, and beats her 
heart; 

Spurns enviouſly. at FA Hoeaks things i in Abs ; 
That carry but half ſenſe ; 'her ſpeech is nothing, 
Yet the unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their on thoughts; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and geſtures, yield hem,” 
Indeed would make one think there might be. thought, 
Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen. 'T were good ſhe were ſpoken with ; for ſhe 


may ftrew. | 
Dangerous conjectures in il. breeding wand; 
Let her come in. (Exit HoraTio. 


To my ſick ſoul, as ſin” s true. nature is, 
Each toy ſeems prologue to ſome great amiſs: 
So full of artleſs jealouſy is guilt, 
It ſpills itſelf in fearing. to be ſpilt. 


Re-enter HoRATIo with Oris. 
Oph. Where is the beauteous majeſty of 3 
Queen. How now, Ophelia? 


Oph. How ſhould] your we love now. 
From another one? 


Ey his.cockle bat ond g 5 a 
Au by his fandal. ſhows. av [Singing, 
__ 


A 


78 | HAMLET: 


Queen. Alas, ſweet lady? what imports this only? | 
Opb. Say you? pray 3 you, mark. 
He is dead and gone, lady, 
AR 5 * 
s head a graſi green turf, 
Alt his Jak # one. * 
0; ho! 
Dueen. Nay, but Ophelia 


Oph. Pray you, mark. 
| ite his foroud as - the mountain ſuotd; 


Eu King. 


Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 
* Larded all with fweet flowers ; 
N hich bewept to the grave did go 
ii true-love ſhowers: 
| King. How do you do, pretty lady! 
Oph. Well, God 'ield you! They ſay the owl was ; 
baker's daughter; Lord, we know what we are, bat know 
not what we may be; God be at your table ! 
King. Conceit upon her father; 
Oph. Pray let's have no words of this 3 but when they 
aſk * what it means, fay you this: 
To-merrow is Saint 75 alentine s day; 
All in the morning betwine. 
And I a maid at your window, 
To be your Valentine: 
Then A abt and don d his tlathery 
nd dupt the chamber door ; 
Let in the aid, thas ont & mid 
Never departed more. 
Hing. Pretty Ophelia! 
Oph. without an oath, PI mike an * on't; 
By Git and by Saint Charity, 
Alack, and ' fie or ame 
Yong men will t, if they tome to't ; 
By cock, they are to blame, 
Duoth he, before you tumbled me, 
You promis'd me to wed He anſwers, 
80 would I ha' done, by yonder ſun, 
An thou had l not come to my bed: 


Kings ; 


1 


* 
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King, How long hath ſhe been thus ? 
Opb. I hope all will be well. We muſt be patient; but 
I cannot chooſe but weep to think they ſhould lay him i the 
cold ground. My brother ſhall know of it, and ſo I thank- 
you for your good counſel. Come, my coach! Good 
night, ladies ; good night, ſweet ladies; good night, good 
King. Follow her cloſe ; give her good watch, I pray 
you;!! 156 [Exit Hor Aro. 
O! this is the poiſon of deep grief ; it ſprings | 
All from her/father's death : and now behold, O Gertrude, 
Gertrude, „ 
When ſorrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 
But in battalions! Firſt, her father ſlain; 62 
Next, your ſon gone; and he moſt violent author 
Of his own juſt remove: the people muddy'd, | 
Thick and unwholeſome in their. thoughts and whiſpers 
For good Polonius? death; and we haye done but greenly, 
In hugger-mugger to inter him : poor Ophelia 5 
Divided from herſelf and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beaſts. 
Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 
Her brother is in ſecret come from France ; 11 ett 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds, h 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
2 peſtilent ſpeeches of his father's death; 
herein neceſſity, of matter beggar d, & 
Will nothing ſtick our perſon to arraign 
In ear and ear. O, my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 


Gives me ſuperfluous death [4 noiſe * 
Quern. Alack! what noiſe is this? | 
Enter a Gentleman. 
King. Attend. Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard 
the door : | | 


What is the matter ? Nr zi! 
Gent. Save yourſelf, my lord: 
he ocean over- peering of his liſt, 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haſte 


Than 
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Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 

| Oferbears your officers! The rabble call bim Y 

And, as the world were now but to 0 

Antiquity forgot, cuſtgm not known, - 1 A 

The ratihers and props of every —_ boon 

They cry, Chooſe we, Laertes ſhall'be ting 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be king, Laettes king ! 

Queen. How cheerfully on the falſe trail they ery? 
O, this is counter, you falſe Daniſh dogs. IS) 

vg King, The doors are broke. [Noif with, 


Enter LAERTEsS, with others. 


Laer. Where is this king !—Sirs, ſtand you all without, 
All. No; let's come in. 
_ I pray you give me leave. Net 
We will, we will. ‚ 2 
"on L thank you; keep the door, —O thou vile king” 
Give me my father. | 
Queen. Calmly, good Laerts. 
Laer. That drop of blood that's calm os me 
baſtard; 
Cries cuckold to my father;. brands the harlot | 
Even here, between the chaſte en brow: 
Of my true mother. | 
King. What is the cauſe, Toi: 


7 That thy rebellion looks fo giant-like ?—— _ 


Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our pg 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treaſon can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will.— Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incens'd?—Let him go, Gabs 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

ze een. But not by him. 

Let him demand his fill. 

2 How came he dead? Pll not be juggled . 
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackeſt — 840 
Science and grace, to the profoundeſt pit! 

r I dare 


HAMEET: 
f dare damnation : to this point Iſtand,— , 
That both the worlds I give to-negligence, 
Let come what comes; only Pll be revenged 
Moft thoroughly for my father: 
King, Who {hall ſtay you? | 
Laer. My will, not all the world's; ._ 
And, for my means, I'll huſband them ſo well, | | 
They ſhall go far with little. | 
Ling. Good Laertes, 
If you defire to know the certainty #72 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge, 
That ſweepſtake you will draw both friend and foe, | 1 
Winner and loſer ? | 
Laer. None but his enemies. 
Ling. Will you know them then ? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms; 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, 3 
Repaſt them with my blood. | Fi 
 Kmg. Why; now you ſpeak . 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your father's death, 
And am moſt ſenſible 1n grief for it, 
It ſhall as level to your judgment pear, 
As day does to your eye. 
Crowd within. Let her come in. | 
Laer. How now | what noiſe is that? 


Enter OpHELTA, fantaſtically dreſſed with Stratus and 
| Flowers. 


O heat, dry up my brains! tears, ſeven times falt, 
Burn out the ſenſe and virtue of mine eye 
By heaven, thy madneſs ſhall be paid with weight 

ill our ſcale turn the beam! O roſe of May 
Dear maid, kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia! 
O heavens! is't poſſible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life? 
Nature is fine in love; and where tis fine, 
u ſends ſome precious inſtance of itſelf 
After the thing it loves. 

A” F | Oph. 
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Oph. They bore him bare: fuc d on the bier; 

Hey no nonny, #onny hey nonny : wd 464 
And on his grave rain d many a tear; — 
Fare you well, my dove! bobs: 
Taer. Hadſt thou thy wits, and didſt perſuade revenge, 
It could not move thus. ; 
Oph. You muſt ſing, Down a-down, an you call him 
a=-down-a. - | ESI 
O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the falſe ſteward that 
ſtole his maſter's daughter. | 
Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance; pray 
you, love, remember: and there is panſ.es, that's for 
thoughts. | | 
Laer. A document in madneſs; thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. | | 
Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : there's 
rue for you; —and here's ſome for me :—we may call it, 
herb of grace o'Sundays:—you may wear your rue with a 
difference, There's a daiſy :—I would give you ſome vio- 
lets, but they withered all when my father died: they ſay 
he made b end. 2 8 

or bonny ſweet Robin is all ny cy. 

Laer. Thought ald affliction, — bei itſelf, 
She turns to favour and to prettineſs. 


Oph. And will he not come again ? 
And will he not come again? 
No, no, be's dead, 
Go to thy death-bed, 


He never will come again. 


His beard was as white as ſnow, 
All flaxen was his poll: 

He is gone, he is gong, 

And we caſt away moan ; 
God a mercy on his foul ! 


And of all Chriſtian ſouls! I pray God, God be wi'yod, 


Exit OPKELIA. 
Laer. Do you ſee this, O God? ON ht 7 
King. 


1 
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King. Laertes, I muſt common with your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart, | 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge *twixt you and me: 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in ſatisfaction; but, if not, 
Be 1 content to lend your patience to us, 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſoul ' » 
To give it due content. 4, 
Laer. Let this be ſo; | 
His means of death, his obſcure funeral. 
No trophy, ſword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble right, nor formal oftentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as twere from heaven to earth, 
That I muſt call't in queſtion; 
King. So you ſhall ; | 
And where the offence is let the great axe fall. 
I pray you go with me. [ Exeunt: 


SCENE VI. Another Room. 
Ent. HoRATIo, with a Servant. 

Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 
Serv. Sailors, fir; = 
They fay they have letters for you. 

Hur. Let them come in,— 122 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 

Sail. God bleſs you, fir. | 

Hor. Let him bleſs thee too. 

Sail. He ſhall, fir, an't pleaſe him. There's a letter for 
you, fir; it comes from the embaſſador that was bound 
for England; if your name be Horatio, as I am let to 
know it is. | | 
| _ HoRrarTi1o reads the letter. 


HORATIO, when thou ſhalt have overloo#d this, give 


theſe fellows ſome means to the king; they have letters for him. 
F 2 ” "200 


" Ere we tiere tio days.old at ſea, a pirate of very warlil: 

appointment gave us chaſe : Finding ourſetves too flow of ſb 
we put on a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boarded them: 
on the in/lant they got clear of our ſbip; ſo I alone became their 
priſoner. They have. dealt with me like thieves of mercy ; but 
they knew what they did; I am to do a good turn for them. Let 
the king have the letters I have ſent ; and repair thou to me with 
as much haſte as thou would'/t fly death. I have words to ſpeak 
in thine ear, will make thee dumb; yet are they much too light for 
the bere ;4 the matter. Theſe good fellows will bring thee where 
Jam. Reſencrantx and Guildenflern hold their courſe for Eng- 
land : of them 1 have much to tell thee. - Farawell. 

| | He that thou knoweff thine, 

| Bo HAMLET. 
Come, I will make you way for theſe your letters ; 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [ Exeunt. 


_—_—_ — r 


SCENE VII. Anther Room. 
Enter the King and LAERTES. 


King. Now muſt your conſcience my acquittance ſe 
And you muft put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father flain, 
Purſu'd my life. | 

Laer. It well appears: — But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feats, 
So crimeful and fo capital in nature, 5 
As by your ſafety, greatneſs, wiſdom, all things e 
You mainly were ſtirr'd up? 

King. O, for two ſpecial reaſons; 
Which may to you, perhaps, ſeem much unſinew'd, 
And yet to me they are ſtrong. Thie queen, his mother, 
Lives almoſt by his looks; and for myſelf | 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which), 
She is ſo conjunctive to my life and ſou], 
That, as the ſtar moves not but in his ſphere, 
L could not but by her. The other motive, 
_ Why to a publick count I might not go, 
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Is, N love the A gender bear him: 
p 


Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Work, like the fpring that turneth wo:d to ſtone, 
Convert his gyves to graces ; ſo that my arrows, 
Too lightly timber'd for ſo loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And ſo have I a noble father loſt ; 
A ſiſter driven into deſperate terms; 
Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
Stood — on mount of all the age 
For her perfections :—But my revenge will come, 

_—— N not your fleeps for that: you muſt got 

ink, 

That we are made of ſtuff ſo flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with danger, - 
And think it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall hear more: 
I lov'd your father, and we love ourſelf; 9 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine—— 
How now? what news? A g's 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 
This to your majeſty ;- this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet! Who brought them ? 

Meſ. Sailors, my lord, they ſay: ' ſaw them not; 
They were given me by Claudio, he received them 
Of him that brought them. | 

King. Laertes, you ſhall hear them ; — | 
Leave us. | | [Exit Me. 

HIGH and mighty, you ſhall know, I am ſet naked on your 
kingdom. To-morrow ſhall I beg leave to ſee your kingly eyes : 
when I ſhall, firſt aſzing yaur pardon thereunta, recount the de- 
caſion of my ſudden aud more ftrange return. HAMLET. 
What ſhould this mean? Are all the reſt come back? 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and no ſuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlet's character. Nate 
And, in a poſtſcript here, he ſays, alone : a 
Can you adviſe me? a | 
F 3 _ Zarr, 


| 


AD I, in forgery of ſhapes and tricks, 
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Laer. J am loſt in it, my lord. But let him come; 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my heart. 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus dideſt thou. 

King. If it be ſo, Laertes— 
As how ſhould it be ſo 5 otherwiſe !— 

ill you be ruPd by me? 
1 Ay, my lord; wy 
So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

ing. To thine own peace. If he be now return d 


Ass checking at his voyage, and that he means 


No more to undertake it,—I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, | 
Under the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe : 
But even his mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. p 
Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd! 
The rather, if you could deviſe it ſo, 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 
You have been talk'd of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they ſay, you ſhine : your ſum of parts 
Did not together pluck ſuch envy from him, 
As did that one ; and, that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthieſt ſiege. | 

Laer. What part is that, my lord? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, ? 
Yet needful too; for youth no leſs becomes 
The light and careleſs livery that it wears, 
Than ſettled age his fables, and his weeds, 


| Importing health, and graveneſs. Two months fince, 


Here was a gentleman of Normandy —— 

J have ſeen myſelf, and ſerv'd againſt the French, 
And they can well on horſeback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't ; he grew unto his ſeat ; 


And to ſuch wondrous doings brought his horſe, 


As he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd 
With the brave beaſt ; ſo far he topp'd my thought, 


s © 


ome ſhort of what he did. 
Laer, 
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Laer. A Norman, was't ? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamond. 

King. The very ſame. Fat 

Laer. I know him well: he is the brooch, indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. | 

King. He made confeſſion of you; 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, 
For art and exerciſe in your defence, 
And for your rapier moſt eſpecial, 
That he cried out, Twould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you: the ſcrimers of their nation, 
He ſwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppos'd them: Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'er to play with him. 
Now out of this, — 

Laer. What out of this, my lord? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aſk you this? 

King. Not that I think you did not love your father; 
But that I know, love is begun by time; 
And that I ſee, in paſſages of proof, 
Time qualifies the ſpark and hre of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or ſnuff, will abate it; 
And nothing is at a like goodneſs ſtill ; 
For goodneſs, growing to a pleuriſy, 
Dies in his own too much: That we would do 
We ſhould do when we would; for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this ſhould is like a ſpendthrift ſigh 
That hurts by eaſing. But, to the quick o'the ulcer ; 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake, 
To ſhew yourſelf your father's fon in deed 


More than in words? 
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Laer. To cut his throat i“ the chur en.. 
Ling. No place, indeed, ſhould murder ſanctuarige: 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your chamber: 
Hamlet, return'd, ſhall know you are come home: 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſet a double yarniſh on the fange 
The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, together, 
And wager o'er your heads: he, being remils, 
Moft generous and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruſe the foils 3 ſo that, with eaſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
A ſword unbated, and, in a paſs of practice, 
Requite him for your father. 
aer. I will do't: _ 
And for the purpoſe I'll anoint my ſword, 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplaſni fo rare, 
Collected from all ſimples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can fave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal ; 1'Il-touch my point 
With this contagion ; that if I gall him lightly, 
It may be death, | 
King. Let's further think of this; | 
Weigh, what convenience, both of time and 82 
May fit us to our ſhape: If this ſnould fail, 
And that our drift look through our bad performance, 
*T were better not aſſay d; therefore, this project 
Should have a back, or ſecond, that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof. Soft ;—let me ſee :— 
THER make a ſolemn wager on your cunnings 
1 hats =; | | | 
When in your motion you are hot and dry 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end), 
And that he calls for drink, III have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſtuck, 
Our purpoſe may hold there, But Ray, what noiſe ? 
PN e Bake 
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HAMLET, 89 
Enter the Ducen. - 
How now, ſweet queen? ; 
Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faſt they follow: Your ſiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd! O, where? 

Queen. There is a willow grows aſkaunt the brook, 
That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſſy ſtream; 
Therewith fantaſtick garlands did ſhe make, 

Of crow- flowers, nettles, daĩſies, and long purples, 

That liberal ſnepherds give a groſſer name, 2 

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 
There on the pendant boughs her cornet weeds" 
Clambering to hang, an envious liver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herſelf, 2 4 
Fell in the weeping brook. - Her clothes ſpread wide; 
And, mermaid- like, a while they bore her u: 
Which time, ſhe chanted ſnatches of old tunes 
As one incapable of her own diſtreſs, =__ 

Or like a creature native and indu'd | 1 

Unto that element: but long it could not be, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious laß 

To muddy deat. 8 

Laer. Alas then, is ſhe drown'd? | 

Ducen. Drown'd, drown'd by FD 

Laer. Too much of water th * Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears: 1 e 
It is our trick; nature her cuſtom holds, | 
Let ſhame ſay what it will: when theſe are gone, 

The woman will be out.— Adieu, my lord! _. 
I have a ſpeech of fire, that fain would blaze, 


But that this folly drowns it. [Exit 
King, Let's follow, Gertrude: | | 
How much I had to do to calm his rage! | 
Now fear I, this will give it ſtart again 15 
Therefore, let's follow. | | rent. 


ACT 


1 HAMLET. 


SAD FT VF; 
SCENE I. A Church-yard, 
Enter two Clowns, with ſpades, &c. 


8 e ö | 
Fs the to be bury'd in Chriſtian burial, that wilfully ſeeks 
her own falvation ? 


2 Chun. I tell thee, ſhe is; therefore make her grave 


ſtraight: the crowner hath ſat on her, and finds it Chriſtian 


burial. 

1 Clown. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drown'd herſelf in 
her own defence ? 

2 Chum. Why, tis found ſo. 

1 Clown, It muſt be /e offendends; it cannot be elſe, 
For here lies the point: If I drown myſelf wittingly, it 
argues in act: and an act hath three branches; it is to act, 
to do, and to perform : Argal, ſhe drown'd herſelf wit- 
ingly. 3 | | 
15 Clown. : Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

x Clown. Give me leave. Here lies the water; good: 


| here ſtands the man; good: If the man go to this water, 


and drown himſelf, it is, will he, nill he, he goes; mark you 
that: but if the water come to him, and drown him, he 
drowns not himſelf : Argal, he that is not guilty of his 
own death, ſhortens not his own life. | 

2 Clown. But is this law? | | 

1 Clown: Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-queſt law, 

2 Clown. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, ſhe would have been bury'd out of 
Chriſtian burial. | 

1 Clown, Why there thou ſay'ſt: And the more pity, 
that great folk ſhould have countenance in this world to 
drown or hang themſelves, more than their even Chriſtian, 
Come, my ſpade. There is no ancient gentlemen but 
gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers; they hold up Adam's 
profeſſion, | 

2 Clown. Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Clown. He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 

2 un. Why, he had none. 
FR I Clown. 


HAMLET, WH gx” 


1 Clown. What, art a heathen? How doſt thou under. 
ſtand the ſcripture? The ſcripture ſays, Adam digg'd: 
Could he dig without arms? I'll put another queſtion to 
thee : if thomanſwer'ſt me not to the en confeſs thy- 
ſelf — 

2 Clown. Go to. 

1 Clown. What is he, ths builds ſtronger than either 
the maſon, the ſhipwright, or the carpenter ? | 
2 Clown. The gallows maker; for that frame outlives a2 

thouſand tenants. 

1 Clown. I like thy wit well, in good faith; the gallows 
does well : But how does it well? it does well to thoſe that 
do ill: now thou doſt ill, to ſay the gallows is built ſtronger 
than the church ; argal, the gallows may do well to thee, 
To't again; come. 

2 Clin. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, a ſhipwright, 
or a carpenter ? 

1 Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke, | g 

2 Clown. Marry, now I can tell, | | 

1 Clown. To't. 

2 Clown. Maſs, I cannot tell. 


Enter HAMLET, and HORATI10 at a diſtance. W624 


1 Clown. Cudgel thy brains no more about jt ; for your 
dull aſs will not „ his pace with beating: and when 
5 are aſked this queſtion next, ſay, a grave- maker; the 

ouſes that he makes laſt till doomſday. Go, get thee ta 
Vaughan, and fetch me a ſtoup of liquor. [ Exit 2 Cliun. 


He digs and ſings. 


In , When Idid love, did love, 
thought it was very ſweet, 


To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 
O, methought, there was nothing meet. 7 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs: 2 he 
ſings at grave- making. 
| Hor. Cuſtom bath made it in him a property of 40. 
Ham. Tis een ſo: the hand of little employment hath 
the daintier ſenſe, 


Clown 


HAMLET. 
_..- Clown ſings» 
But Age, with his flealin i, 
Hatß dlaw'd mein 47244 
And hath ſhipped me into the land, 
| As if bad never been ſuch. 
Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in it, and could ſing once: 
How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain's 
jaw-bone, that did the firſt murder! This might be the 
pate of a politician, which this aſs now o' er- reaches; one 
that would circumvent God, might it not? | 
Her. It might, my lotd. | 
Ham. Or of a courtier ; which could ſay, Good-morrow, 
et lord! How daft thou, goed lord? This might be my 
| d ſuch-a- one, that prais'd my lord ſuch- a- one's hork 
when he meant to beg it; might it not? . | 
Hor. Ay, my lord. 
Ham. Wee e'en ſo; and now my lady worm's; chap- 
leſs, and knock'd about the muzzard with a ſexton's ſpade: 
Here's fine revolution, an we had the trick to ſee't. Did 
theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, but to play at log- 
gats with them? mine ache to think ont. | 


Clown ſings. 
A pick axe, and a ſpade, a ſpade, - . 
3 For — and a ſhrowding ſbeet: 


O, a pit of clay for to be made 
f. 2 af br is meet. 


Ham. There's another: Why may not that be the ſcull 
ef a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his quillets, his 
caſes, his tenures, and his tricks? why does he ſuffer this 
rude knave now to knock him about the ſconce with a 
dirty ſhovel, and will not tell him of his action of battery? 
Hum ! This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of land, 
with his ſtatutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double 
vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of his fines, and 
the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of 
nne dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no more of his pur- 
chaſes, and double ones too, than the length and breadth of 
a pair of indentures? The very conveyances of his lands 
will hardly lie in this box; and muſt the inheritor himſelf 
have no more? ha! 
Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 


Ham z 
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Ham, Is not parchment made of ſheep-ſkins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-ſkins too. 

Ham. hey are ſheep, and calves, which ſeek out aſſur- 
ance in that. Til {peak to this fellow: Who's e 9 
this, ſirranh? | 

Clnun. Mine, ſir. 


O, 5 of clay for to be made — 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet, 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou ly'| in't. 

Clown. You lie out om f, ſir, and therefore it is not yours: 
for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lie in't, to be in't, and ſay it is thine: 
tis for the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou ly'ſt. 

Clown. "Tis a quick lie, ſir; "twill away again, from me 
to you. 

Ham. What man doſt thou dig it for? 

Clawn. For no man, fir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

Clawn. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

Clown. One, that was a woman, ſir; but, reſt 13 foul, 
ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knave is! we muſt ſpeak by the 
card, or equivocation will undo us. By the lord, Horatio, 
theſe three years I have taken note of it; the age is 
ſo picked, that the toe of the peaſant comes ſo near the heel 
of the courtier, he galls his kibe,—How long haſt thou 
been a grave-maker ? 

Clawn. Of all the days i' the year, I came to: that typ 
our laſt king Hamlet overcame "jean Tony 

Ham. How long is that ſince? 

_ Clawn, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that: 
It was the very day that young Hamlet was born; he that 
is mad, and ſent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he ſent into England? 

Clown. Why, becauſe he was mad : he ſhall recover his 
wits there; or, if he do not, it is no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

Clown, *”T'will not be ſeen in him there; tions the men 
are as mad as he. 

3 * came he mad? 

lown. Very ſtrangely, they ſay. | 
7 | Ham, 
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Ham. How ſtrangely? ?? 
Clown, Faith, e' en with loſing his wits; 


Ham. Upon what ground? 

- Clown. Why, here in Denmark: I have been ſexton 
Phy man, an boy, thirty years 

Ham. How long will a man lie i” the earth ere he rot? 

Clown. *Faith, if he be not rotten before he die (as we 
have many pocky corſes now-a-days, that will ſcarce hold 
the laying. in), he will laſt you ſome eight year, or nine 

: A tanner will laſt you nine year. 

_ Why he more than another? 
| Why, fir; his hide is ſo. tann'd with his trade, 
tat he 7 he vil — out water a great while; and your water 
is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead body. Here's a 
ſcull now has lain you i the earth three and twenty years, 

Ham. Whoſe was it? 
Clown. A whoreſon mad fellow's it was; whoſe do you 

think it was ? 


Ham. Nay, I know not. 
Clown. A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue ! he pour'd 


a a flaggon of Rheniſh on my head once. This fame ſcull, 
fir, was Yorick's {cul}, the king's jeſter, 


Ham. This! 


Clown. F'en that · 
Ham. Alas, poor Yorick!—I knew him, "PETR a 


plow w of infinite jeſt, of moſt excellent fancy: he hath 
; e me-on his Tory a thouſand times; and now, how ab- 

horr'd in my imagination it is! my gorge riſes at it. Here 

hung thoie ay that I have kiſs'd I know not how oft. 
Where be your gibes now? your gambols ? your ſongs? 
your flaſhes of merriment, that were wont to ſet the table 
on a roar? Not one now, to mock your own grinning? 
quite chap- fallen? Now get you to my lady's chamber, and 
tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour ſhe muſt 
come; make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell 
me one thing. | 

Her. What's that, my lord? 

Ham. Doſt thou think, Alexander look'd o this faſhion 
1 the earth? 

Hor. E' en ſo. | 

Ham. And ſmelt ſo? pak! | 

+ Het, 
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Hur. E'en fo, m nl. 4517; AR & $4 45 
Ham. To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio de + | 
may not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alexander, till | 
he find it ſtopping a hole? V4 
Hor. T were to conſider too curiouſly, to conſider ſo. 
Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it: As thus? 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 
to duſt; the duſt is earth; of earth we make loam; and 
hy of that loam, whereto he was converted, might they 
not ſtop a beer- barrel? 
Imperial Cæſar, dead, and turn'd to clay, 
Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw! 
But ſoft! but ſoft, aſide; Here comes the king. 


Enter the King, Queen, LAkRTEs, che corps of OPHELIA, 
with Lords and Prigfts attending. 5 


The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow? 
And with ſuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken, 
The corſe they follow did with deſperate hand 
Foredo its own life. *T was of ſome eſtate : 
Couch me a while, and mark. 

Laer. What ceremony elſe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 
Laer. What ceremony elle ? . 

Prigſt. Her obſequies have been as far enlarg d 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'erſways the order, 
She ſhould in ground unſanctify'd have lodg'd 
Till the laſt trumpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, ſhould be thrown on her : 
Yet here ſhe is allow'd her virgin crants, Loa 
Her maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Muſt there no more be done? 

Prieſt. No more be done; 

We ſhould profane the ſervice of the dead, 


To 


* 
ot 
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To ſing a reguiem, and ſuch reſt to her 
As to piece-parted ſouls. 
| + Laer. Lay her i' the earth ;— 
- And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh 
May violets ſpring !—I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 
A miniftring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, 
When thou lieſt howling. . 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ? 
Queen. Sweets to the ſweet: Farewell! 
: | (Scattering flow?rte 
T hop'd, thou ſhouldſt have been my Hamlet's wife : 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, ſweet maid, - 
And not have ſtrew'd thy grave. | 
Laer. O, treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that curſed head, 
- Whoſe wicked deed thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
_ Depriv'd thee of Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms : 
| [LAERTES leaps into the grave, 
Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o' ertop old Pelion, or the ſkyiſh head 
Of blue Olympus. 
Ham. | advancing. } What is he, whoſe grief 
Bears ſuch an emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow . 
Conjures the wand'ring ſtars, and makes them ſtan 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 8 


 HamLer leaps into the grave. 
Hamlet the Dane. | 


Laer. The devil take thy foul! [Grappling with bim. 
Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well. 5 | 
I prithee, take thy * from my throat; 
For, though I am not ſplenetive and raſh, 
. haves in me ſomething dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſdom fear: Hold off thy hand. 
Ling. Pluck them afunder. | 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet 
All. Gentlemen — 
Her. Good my lord, be quiet. [The attendants part them. 
Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye -lids will no longer wag. 8 
| Queen. 
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* O my ſon ! what theme; 4 
am. I Yov'd Ophelia: forty thouſand brothers 

Could not, with all their quantity of love, 

Make up my ſum. What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. Shew me what thou'lt do : | 
Woo't weep ? woo't fight? woo't faſt? woo't tear thyſelf ? 
Woo't drink up Efil ! eat a crocodile ? 

I'll do't. Doſt thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her, and ſo will I: 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us; till our ground, 
Singeing his pate againſt the burning zone, 
Make Offa like a wart! Nay, an thoul't mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 

Juen. This is mere madneſs : 

And thus a while the fit will work on him: 
Anon, as pattent as the female dove, 
Whea that her golden couplets are diſclos'd, 
His filence will fit drooping. 
Ham. Hear you, ſir; 
What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
I lov'd you ever: But it is no matter; 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [ Exit. 
King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.— 
#2 [ Exit HoR, 
Strengthen your patience in our laſt night's ſpeech ; 
[To LAER TES. 
We'll put the matter to the preſent puſn.— 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome watch over your ſon, 
This grave ſhall have a living monument: 
An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 


Till then in patience our proceeding be, [ Tan. 
* 
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SCENE II. A Hall in the Palace. 


Enter HAMLET, and HoRAT IO. 
Ham. So much for this, fir: now ſhall you ſee the 


other ;— 

You do remember all the cireumſtance ? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord | © 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me ſleep: methought, I lay 

Worſe than the mutines in the bilboes. Raſhly, 

And prais'd be raſhmeſs fox it—Let us know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well; 
When our deep plots do fail : and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certain, 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My ſea gown. fcarf d about me, in the dark 
Grop'd [ to find out them : had my defire ; 

. Finger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again: making ſo bold, 
My fears forgetting manners, to unſeal 
Their grand commiſſion 3 where I found, Horatio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command 
Larded with many ſeveral forts of reaſons, 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With, ho ! ſuch bugs and goblins in my life— 
That, on the ſuperviſe, no leiſute bated, 
No, not to ſtay the grinding of the axe, 
My head {ſhould be ffeuck off. 
Hor. Is't poſſible? 

Ham. Here's the commiſſion; read it at more leiſure, 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hor. Ay beſeech you. | 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play; I fat me down; 
Devis'd a new commiſſion ; wrote it fair: 
J once did hold it, as our ſtatiſts do, 
A baſeneſs to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning; but, fir, now 


It 
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It did me yeornan's ſervice: Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote? 

Hor. Ay, good my lord, 

Ham. F earneſt conjuration from the king 
As England was his faithful tributary : 

As love between them like the palm might flouriſh, 

As peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten garland wear, 

And ſtand a comma *tween their amities ; 

And many ſuch like as's of great charge 

That, on the view and knowing of theſe contents, 

Without debatement further, more, or leſs, 

He ſhould the bearers. put to ſudden death, - 
Not ſhriving time allow'd. 

Hor. How was this ſeal'd ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 
J had my father's ſignet in my purſe, 

Which was the model of that Daniſh ſeal: 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subſorib'd it; gay*t the impreſſion ; plac'd it ſafely, 
The changeling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our ſea- fight; and what to this was ſequent. 
Thou know'ſ already. | 

Her. So Guildenſtern and Rozencrantz go to't. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this employ- 
ment; 

They are not near my conſcience; their defeat 
Doth by their own inſinuation grow: 

"Tis dangerous, when the baſer nature comes 

Between the paſs and fell incenſed points 

Of mighty oppolites, 

Hor. Why, what a king is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think thee, ſtand me now upon ? 
He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother; 
Popt in between the election and my hopes ; 

Thrown out his angle for my proper lis, 

And with ſuch cozenage; is't not perfect conſcience, 
To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 

In further evil ? % 

Hor. It muſt be ſhortly known to him from England, 
What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. | 

G 2 Ham. 
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Ham. It will be ſhort : the interim is mine 
And a man's life's no more than to ſay, one. 
But I am very ſorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myſelf ; 
Nor by the image of my cauſe, I ſee, 
The portraiture of his: I'll count his favours : 
But, ſure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering paſſion. 

| Hor. Peace; who comes here? 


Enter OsRIck. 


Or. Your lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark. 
am. I humbly thank you, fir.—Doſt know this water- 


fly? 
Hor. No, my good lord, ES 
Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice to 
know him: He hath much land, and fertile: let a beaſt be 
lord of beaſts, and his crib ſhall ſtand at the king's meſs: 


*Tis a chough ; but, as I ſay, ſpacious in the poſſeſſion of 
dirt. | 

Ofr. Sweet lord, if your lordſhip were at leiſure, I ſhould 
impart a thing to you from his majeſty. | 

Ham. I will receive it, fir, with Ml diligence of ſpirit: 
Put your bonnet to his right uſe : tis for the head. 

_ I thank your lordſhip, *tis very hot. | 

am. No, believe me, tis very cold; the wind is 
northerly. | 

Ofr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed, 

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very ſultry and hot; or my 
complexion— 

Ofr. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very ſultry, —as *twere 
I cannot tell how. My lord, his majeſty bade me 
fignify to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head : 
Sir, this is the matter 

Ham. I beſeech you, remember 


[HAMLET moves him to put on his hat. 

Ofr. Nay, good my lord; for my eaſe, in good faith.— 
Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes : believe me, an 
abſolute gentleman, full of moſt excellent differences, of 
very ſoft ſociety, and great ſnewing: Indeed, to ſpeak feel- 
ingly of him, he is the card or calendar of gentry ; for Jou 
all 
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ſhall find in him the continent of what part a gentleman 


would ſee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement ſuffers no perdition in you 
though, I know, to divide him inventorially, would dizzy 
the arithmetic of memory; aud yet but raw neither, in re- 
ſpect of his. quick ſail. But, in the verity of extolment, I 
take him to be a ſoul of great article ; and his infuſion of 
ſuch dearth and rareneſs, as, to make true diction of him, 
his ſemblable is his mirrour : and, who elſe would trace him, 
his umbrage, nothing more. | 

2 Your lordſhip ſpeaks moſt infallibly of him. 

am. The concernancy, fir ? why do we wrap the gentle- 
man in our more rawer breath ? 

Oſr. Sir? 

Hor. Is't not poſſible to underſtand in another tongue? 

You will do't, fir, really. | . 
Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman ? 
Or. Of Laertes ? 
or. His purſe is empty already; all's golden words are 
ſpent. | 
Ham. Of him, ſir. | 
Ofr. I know you are not ignorant 
am. I would, you did, fir ; yet, in faith, if you did, it 
would not much approve me :— Well, fir. ' ; 

O/r. Yoy are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confeſs that, leſt I ſhould compare with 
him in excellence ; but, to know a man well, were to know 
himſelf, 

Or. I mean, fir, for his weapon: but in the imputation 
laid on him by them, in his mead he's unfellow'd. | 

Ham. What's his weapon? 

25 Rapier and dagger. | 

Ham. That's two of his weapons; but, well. 

_ The king, fir, hath wager'd with him ſix Ba 
horſes : againſt the which he has impon'd, as I take it, fix 
French rapiers and poniards, with their afligns, as girdles, 
hangers, and ſo: Three of the carriages, in faith, are ve 
dear to fancy, very reſponſive to the hilts, moſt delicate 
carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 


5 Hur. 
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Hor. I knew you muſt be edified by the margent ere you 

had done. | 
7. The carriages, fir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phraſe would be more germane to the matter, 
if we could carry a cannon by our ſides ; I would, it might 
be hangers till then. But, on: Six Barbary horſes againſt 
fix French ſwords, their aſſigns, and three liberal conceited 
carriages; that's the French bett againſt the Daniſh : Why 
is this impon'd as you call it? | 8 

Ojr. The king, fir, hath lay'd, that in a dozen paſſes be- 
tween yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits: 
he hath lay'd on twelve for nine; and it would come to 
immediate trial, if your lordſhip would vouchſafe the anſwer, 

Ham. How if I anſwer, no ? 

. I mean, my lord, the oppoſition of your perſon in 
trial. | | 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: if it pleaſe his 
majeſty, it is the breathing time of day with me; let the 
foils be brought : the gentleman willing, and the king hold 
his purpoſe, I will win for him if I can; if not, I will gain 
nothing but my ſhame, and the odd hits, | 

Or. Shall I deliver you fo? 

Ham. To this effect, fir: after what flouriſh your nature 
will. - | | 
=- F commend my duty to your lordſhip. - [Extt, 

Jam. Yours, yours. —He does well to commend it him- 
ſelf ; there are no tongues elſe for's turn. | 

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his head. 

Hom, He did compliment with his dug, before he ſuck'd 
it. Thus has he (and many more of the fame breed, that 
I know the droſſy age doats on) only got the tune of the 
time, and outward habit of encounter; a kind of yeſty col. 
lection, which carries them through and through the moſt 
fond and winnowed opinions; and do but blow them to 
their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 
Lord. My lord, his majeſty commended him ta you by 
oung Oſrick, who brings back to him, that you attend 
Rim in the hall: He ſends to know, if your pleaſure hold 


to play with Laertes, or that you will take longer time. 
Ham. 
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Ham. I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow the king's 
pleaſure: if his fitneſs ſpeaks, mine is ready; now, or when- 
ſoever, provided I be ſo able as now. | 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen deſires you, to uſe ſome gentle enter- 
tainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. [Exit Lerd. 

Ham. She well inſtructs me. 

Hor. You will loſe this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think ſo; ſince he went into France, 1 
have been in continual practice; I ſhall win at the odds. 
But thou would'ft not think, how ill all's here about my 
heart: but it is no matter. 

Hor, Nay, good my lord 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſuch a kind of gain- 
giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind diſlike any thing, obey it : I will fore- 
ftal their repair hither, and ſay, you are not fit, 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury; there is a ſpecial 
providence in the fall of a ſparrow. it it be now, tis not 
to come; if it be not to come, it will be now; if it be not 
now, yet it will come: the readineſs is all: Since no man 
ee aught of what he leaves, what is't to leave betimes ? 

t be. ö . 


Enter the King, Dueen, LAERTES, Lords, OsRICK, and 
attendants with foils, &c. 


King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
[The King puts the hand of LAERTES into that of HAMLET.} 


Ham. Give me your pardon, fir: I have done you 
wrong: 

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 
This preſence knows, and you muſt needs have heard, 
How I am puniſh'd with a fore diſtraction, 
What I have done, | 
That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly.awake, I here proclaim was madneſs. 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never, Hamlet: 
If Hamlet from himſelf be ta'en away, 
And, when he's not himſelf, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 


Who 
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Who does it then? His madneſs : If 't be ſo, 


Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madneſs is poor Hamlet's enemy. 


Sir, in this audience, 


Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me ſo far in your moſt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot my arrow o'er the houſe, 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am ſatisfy'd in nature, 
Whoſe motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me moſt 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 


I ſtand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 


Till by ſome elder maſters of known honour, 
I have. a voice and precedent of peace, 
To keep my name ungor'd : But, till that time, 
I do receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. | 
Ham. I embrace it freely; 
And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Give us the foils; come on. 
Laer. Come, one for me. 
Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes; in mine ignorance 
Your {kill ſhall, like a ſtar i“ the darkeſt night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 
Laer. Vou mock me, ſir. 
Ham. No, by this hand. | 
King. Give them the foils, young Oſrick. Couſin 
_ Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? 
Ham. Very well, my lord; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weakeſt ſide. 
King. I do not fear it; I have ſeen you both: 


But ſince he's better d we have therefore odds. 


Laer. This is too heavy, let me ſee another. 
Ham. This likes me well: Theſe foils have all a length? 
| They prepare to play. 
Oſr. Ay, my good lord. 3 ny 
King. Set me the ſtoups of wine upon that table; 
If Hamlet gave the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 
- The 
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The king ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in the cup an union ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn: Give me the cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet ſpeak, | 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye, 
Ham. Come on, _—_ * 
Laer. Come, my lord. [ / . 
Ham. One. 4 * 
Laer. No. 8 
Ham. Judgment. 
Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer. Well, —again,— 
King. Stay, give me drink: Hamlet this pearl is thine; 
Here's to thy health. Give bis the cup. 
rumpets ſound; ſhot goes off. 
Ham. I'll play this bout arb, ſet it ol. while. geer of 
Come.—Another hit; what ſay you? [759 M9 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeſs. 
King. Our fon ſhall win. 
Queen. He's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good madam —— 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Queen. I will, my lord; I pray you, pardon me. 
King. It is the poiſon'd cup; it is too late. /77 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Dueen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 
King. I do not think't. | 
Laer. And yet it is almoſt againſt my conſcience. [ Afide. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes ; You do but dally ; 
I pray you, paſs with your beſt violence; 
I am afraid you make a wanton of me. 


Laer. Say you ſo come on. [ Play. 
Laer, 


r. Nothing ä 
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Laer. Have at you now. a 


LAERTES wounds HAMLET; then, in ſcuffling, they 
change rapiers, and HAMLET wounds LAERTES. 


King. Part them, they are incens'd, 
Ham. Nay, come again. | 
Ojr. Look to the queen there, ho! De Queen falls, 
Hor. They bleed on both ſides :—How is it, my lord? 
Or. How is't, Laertes ? | 
Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own ſpringe, Oſrick ; 
I am juſtly kill'd with mine own treachery. I 
Ham. How does the queen? | 
King. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. 
_ No, no, the drink, the drink, -O my dear Ham- 
et. 
The drink, the drink! I am poiſoned. [The Queen dies. 
Ham. O villany!— Ho! let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery ! ſeek it out. | 
Laer. 1 is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art ſlain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour's life; 
The treacherous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated, and envenom'd: the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itſelf on me; lo, here lie, 
Never to riſe again: Thy mother's poiſon'd ; 
I can no more,—the king, the king's to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom'd tool —- 
Then, venom, to thy work. [Stabs the King. 
All. Treaſon ! treaſon ! | 
King. O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here, thou inceſtuous, murd'rous, damned Dane, 
Drink off this potion ;—Is the union here? 
Follow my mother. | [King dies. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd ; i 
It is a poiſon temper'd by himſelf. 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee ; | 
Nor thine on me [Diss. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it | I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio: Wretched queen, adieu 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That 
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That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time (as this fell ſerjeant, death, 
Is ſtrict in his arreſt), O, I could tell you 
But let it be:. Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou liv'ſt; report me and my cauſe zright 
To the unſatisfied. 
Hor. Never believe it; 
I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet ſome liquor left, 
Ham. As thou'rt a man 
Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, I'll have it.— 
O God !—Horatio, what a wounded name; 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me? 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, ? 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my ſtory. March afar off, and ſhot within. 
What warlike noiſe is this ? 
Or. re Fortinbras, with conqueſt come from Po- 
and, 
To the embaſſadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. | , 
Ham. O, I die, Horatio by 
The potent poiſon quite o'ergrows my ſpirit; 
I cannot live to hear the news from England : 
But I do propheſy, the election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, more and leſs, | 
Which have ſolicited The reſt is filence. Dies. 
Hor. How cracks a noble heart: Goad night, ſweet 
prince; 
And flights of angels ſing thee to thy reſt !— 
Why does the drum come hither ? 


Enter Fox TINBRASs, the Engliſh Embaſſadors, and others. 
For. Where is this ſight ? 
Hor. What is it you would ſee ? 

If aught of woe, or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch. 


Fort. This quarry cries, on havock O proud death! 
What feaſt is toward in thine infernal cell, n 
That thou ſo many princes, at a ſhot, 

So bloodily haſt ſtruck ? 


Zunb. 
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Emb, The ſight i is diſmal ; | 
And our affairs from England come too "vg 
The ears are ſenſeleſs, that ſhould give us hearing, 
To tell him, his communitinienti is fulfill'd, | 
That Roſencrantz and Guildenſtern are dead: 
Where ſhould we have our thanks? + 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it the ability of life to thank you; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But ſince, ſo jump upon this bloody queſtion, 
Vou from the Polack wars, and you from England 
Are here arriv'd; give order, that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage de placed to the view; | 
And let me ſpeak to the yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about: So ſhall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts; 
Of decidents) judgments, caſual daughters; - 
Of deaths put an by cunning, and forc'd cauſe : 
And, in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtook 
Fall'n on the inventors” heads: all this can 1 
Truly deliver. | 
1. Let us haſte to hear i it, 
And call the nobleſt to the aullience. 
For me, with ſorrow, I embrace my fortune; 
J have ſome rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. | 
Hor. Of that I ſhall have at cauſe to ſpeak, a 
And from his mouth whoſe voice will draw no more: - 
But let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even while men's minds are wild ; leſt more miſchance 
On plots, and errors, happen. 6 | 
Fert. Let four captains | | 
Bear Hamlet, like a ſoldier, to the ftagez *» 
For he was likely, had he been put on, | 
To have prov'd moſt royally : and, for his paſſage, 
The ſoldiers? muſick, and the rites of war, 
Speak loudly for him, — 
Take up the bodies:—Such a ſight as this 
Becomes the field, but here ſhews much amiſs. 
Go, bid the ſoldiers ſhoot. | 
[Exeunt : after which a peal of ordnance is ſpat off. 
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Dramatis Yerſonae. 


MEN. 


EsCALus, Prince of Verona. 
Paris, Kinſman to the Prince. | 
| r two H, at variance with each 
| CAPULET, other. 
| | 5 5 » Son 19 Montague. | 
| ERCUTIO | 
BexvGLio, & Finds of Romer, ner c- 
TYBALT, 2 Capulet. 
An old Man, his Couſin. 
Friar LAWRENCE, a Franciſcan. 
Friar Jon, of the ſame Order. 
BALTHASAR, Servant to Romeo. 


en. 6 Servants to Capulet. 


GREGORY, 

ABRAM, Servant to Montague. 

Three Muficians. _ 

PETER. 
WOMEN. 


Lady MonTtacvue, Wife to Mentague. 
Lady Carur Er, Wife to Capulet. ; 
JuLitT, Daughter to Capulet, in lovs with Remes. 


5 Nurſe to Fuliet. 
CHorus.---Boy, Page to Paris, an Officer, an Apothecary. 


(mer of Verona, ſeveral Men and Women, relations te 
both Houſes ; Maſkers, Guards, Watch, and other At- 
tendants. 

The SCENE, in the beginning of the 7 th act, is in Mantug ; 
during all the reſt of the play, at Verena. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Street, Enter SAMPSON, and GREGORY, iu Ser- 
vants of CAPULET. | 


Sampſon. 


Graecoy, o' my word, we'll not carry coals. 

| \Greg. No, for then we ſhould be colliers. ** 
Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 

_ Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of the 
collar, vive) = 
Sam. I ſtrike quickly, being mou “TTT. 

. Greg. But thou art not quickly mov d to ſtrike. - 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Montague:moves me. 
Greg. To move, is-—-to ſtir. 3 and to be valiant, is 

to ſtand to it: therefore, if thou art mov d, thou runn ſt 

away. | | 
Sam. A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand: I 
will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague s. 

Greg. That ſhews thee a weak ſlave; for the weakeſt 
goes to the wall. | 20 434 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the weaker 
veſſels, are ever thruſt to the wall: therefore I will puſh 
Meantague's men from the wall, and thruſt his maids to 
the wall. 

Greg. The quarrel is between our maſters, and us their 
men. | 

Sam. *Tis all one, I will ſhew myſelf a tyrant : when 
I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids; I will cut off their heads. 

Greg. The heads of the maids ? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
heads ; take it in what ſenſe thou wilt. 


Greg. They muſt take it in ſenſe, that feel it. * 
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Lan. Me they ſhall feel, while I am able to fland : and, 


tis known, I am z pretty piece of fleſh. 
Greg. Tis well, chou py fiſh 3 if thou had, thou 


hadſt * poor John. Draw thy tool 3 here comes of 
the houle of af the Montagues. 


Enter ABRAM, and . 
Som. My naked weapon is out ; quand, I will pack 


Greg. How ? turn thy back, and run ? 

Sam. Fear me not. . 

2 No, marry ; I fear thee! p 

Loet us take the law of aur ſides; let them ws 

2 I will frowy as I paſs by; and let thera 
as they lift, 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I. All bite y alunnb atahomn ; 
which is a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. 

Abr. Do you bite your * us, Sir? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir? 

Sam. Is the law on aur fide, if I ſay ay? 


Greg. No. 
Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir; but 


I bite my thumb, Sir. 


Greg. Do you „Sir? 

Ar. Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir. 

Sam. I you do, Sir, Iam for you; u 
man as you. 

Abr. No better. 

Sam. Well, Sir. 


Enter BEN VOI O. 


. better; e er, one of my maker's 


ny To better, Sir, 


Abr. You lye. | | 
Sam. Draw, if you be men, Gregory, remember thy 
ſwaſhing blow, [They fight- 


Ben. Part, fools; put your und 
You, know not what you 5 
Enter 
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554. What, art chat drawn among theſe heartleſs 
hinds? ; 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. * 5 
Ben. I do but keep the peace; put up thy ſword, 
Or m it to part theſe men with me. | 2 
Tyb. What, wn, and talk of peace; 1 hate the 
word. | | - 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee; | 
Have at thee, coward. 


Enter three or four Citizens, with Clabs. 
Cit. Clubs, bills, and partizans! ſtrike! beat them 
Down wid te Canto Won with the Mageres! 
Enter Old Carurer, in his Gown and LadyCavuirt.. 


Cop What noiſe is this Give me my long ſwords 


Cap. My ſword, I fay !-—-old Montagne is come, 
And flouriſhes his blade in fpite of me. (0400 


Enter d MoxrAdUR, and Lady "Pang 2 
Mon. Thon villain, Capulet, Hold me not, Tet me 
go. | | 

La. Mon, Thou ſhalt not ſtir ohe foot to ſeek a foe. 


Enter Prince, with Attendants. 


Prin. Rebellious ſubjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this wy gu ſteel, 
Will they not hear? what ho | you men, you beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains iffuing from your veins,--- 
On pain of torture, from thoſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſ-temper d weapons to the ground, 2 

| d 
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That moſt are buſted when they are moſt alone, -- 
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And hear the ſentence of your moved prince. 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 
1 thee old Capulet and Montague, 

ave thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtteets; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Caſt by their grave befeeming ornaments, a 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 3 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred kars : 3 
If ever nh x? rb our ftreets again 
Your Nis ſhall pay the forfeit of bd pin 8 
For this time, a al | the reſt depart away : arena tops 
You, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleafure in this caſe, 
To old Free- town, our common 3 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. J 

Exaunt Prince, CAPULET, Ce. 

Man. Who ke this ancient quarrel new abroach ? 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the ſervants of your adverſary, 
And yours, cloſe fighting ere I did approach: 
I drew to part them; in the inſtant came | Fn | 
The fiery Tybalt, with his ſword prepar'd;* > ðꝭ1U“½¹ 
Which, as * breath d defiance to my ears, 46h 
He ſwung about his head, and cut the winds, | 
Who, nothing hurt wichal, hiſs d him in ſcorn : 
While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 


Jar} of 


Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 


Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. O, where is Komeo ?---ſaw you him end | 
Right glad L am, he was not at this fray, | 
en. Madam, an hour before the worſhip'd ſun 


Peer d forth the golden window of the eaſt, 


A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad; 

Where underneath the grove of ſycamore, 

That weſtward rooteth from the city ſide 

So early walking did I fee your ſon: Gol 
Towards him I made: but he was ware of ihe; | 
And ſtole into the covert of the wood: 

J. meaſuring his affections by my own,-- 


purſu d 
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Furſud my humour, not purſuing his, 
And gladly ſhunn d who gladly fled from we. 
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been ſeen, . 
With tears augmenting * freſh morning's de w. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fig: 
But all ſo ſoon as the all-cheering ſunn 


Should in the furtheſt eaſt begin to dra 9102 
The ſhady curtains from Aurora's bed. A 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy fon; } 
And private in his chatnber pens him felt; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day -light out, 4 
And makes himſelf an artificial night: - L 
Black and portentous muſt this humour prove, * 
Unleſs good counſel the cauſe remo re. 0 
Ben. My noble uncle, d6you know the cauſe? _ 


Mon, I neither know it, nor can learn it of hingg 
B. Have you d him by any means? 
Mon. Both by myſelf, and many other friends 4 | 

But he, his own affect counlellor, : ,' * | 

Is to himſelf---I will not ſay how true - ; 

But to himſelf ſo ſecret and fo cloſe, "7 

So far from ſounding and diſcovery, | + + 

As is the bud bit with as envious worm;  - wh 

Ere he can ſpread his fweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the ſame; 5 ] 

Could we but learn from whence his forrows grows © | 

We would as willingly give cure, as know. | 

 Eitir Romeo, at 4 Diftance, | EST [ 
Ben. See, where he comes: So pleaſe you ſtep aſide 5”. 
I'll know his grievance, or be Kath deny d. OS 


Mon. I would, theu wert ſo happy WY ſtay, 


a To. hear true ſhrift, ---Come, madam, 8 away. ah L 
| on | Freun 


% 


by * 


Ben. un morrow, couſin. 
Rom, Is the day ſo young? 
Ben. But new ſtruck "4 
Rom. Ay me! fad hours ſeem long. * 
Was that my father that went hence fo faſt? ' ' 
Ben. It was :--- What ſadneſs lengthens Romes's hours ? 
9 ile 90; 


Roma 


8 


10 | __ ROMEO Aub jure, 


Rom. Not having that, which, havinganakes them ſhorte7 
Ben, In love? © 
Rom. Out— 
Ben. Of love? 
Rom. Out of her Rs whois Lam in 59900. | 
Ben. Alas, that love, ſo gentle in his view, 
Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proof! 
Rom, Alas, that love, whoſe view is muffled ill, 
Should, withaut eyes, ſee path-ways to his will! 
Where ſhall we dine ? O me What fray was here) 
Yet tell ma not, for I have heard it all. | 
Here's much to do with hate; but more with love: 
Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate! 
O any thing of nothing firſt created! 0 
O heavy lightneſs! ſerious vanity ! - 
Mis-ſhnpen chaos of well-ſeeming forms | 
Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fire, ſick health} 
otill-waking ſleep, that is not what it is! 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 7 
Doſt thou not laugh? Vat 
Ben. No, coz, I rather weeps Wn 
Rom, Good heart at what? Reel 
Ben. At thy good heart's oppreſſion. 
Rom. Why, ſuch is love's tranſgreſſion.— 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breaſt ; 
Whidf thou wilt propagate, to have it preſt 
With more of thine : this love, that thou haſt ſhown, 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a ſmoke rais d with the fume of ſighs; 
Being purg d, a fire ſparkling in lovers eyes; 
Being vex d, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers“ tears: 


"What 1s it ed] ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, N 
A choaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet. | 
Farewell, my coz. ' Wer CLE, [ Going. 


Ben. Soft I will 80 along; 
An if you leave me ſo, you do me wrong. 
Rom. Tut, I have loſt myſelf; I am not here; 
This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in ſadneſs, who ſhe is you love? 
om. What, ſhall I groan, and = _ 
en, Groan? why, no; 


But fadly tell me who, | 
+» Rem. 
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Rem. Bid a ſick man in ſadneſs make his will : 
O word ill urg d to one that is ſo ill 
In ſadneſs, couſin, Ido love a w6man. 
en. I-aim'd ſo near, when I ſuppos d you lov'd. 


Bien. A right fair mark, fair coz, is ſooneſt hit. 
Rom. Well, in that hit, you mils: ſhe'll not be hit T 
With ay arrow, ſhe hath Dian's wit ; 
0 


And, in itrong proof of chaſtity well arm d. wy 
From love's weak childiſh bow. ſhe lives unharm'd, | 

She will not ſtay the ſiege of loving terms, i 
Nor bide the encounter of aſſailing eyes, 8 
Nor ope her lap to ſaint· ſeducing gold: N 
O, ſhe is rich in beauty; only poor, I 


That, when ſhe dies, with beauty dies her ſtore, 
Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworn, that ſhe will {till live chaſte? 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſte; 
Fox beauty, ftarv'd with her ſeverity, 3 
Cuts W off from all poſterit . 
She is too fair, too wiſe; wiſely too fait, 
To merit bliſs by making me deſpair: : 
She hath forſworn to love; and in that yow, 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. | 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O, teach me how I thould forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes; 
Examine other beauties, 
Rem. "Tis the way | 
To call hers, exquiſite, in queſtion more: 
Theſe nappy maſks, that kiſs fair ladies brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 
He, that is ſtrucken blind, cannot forget | 
The precious treaſure of his eye- ſight loſt : 
Shew me a miſtreſs that is * fair, 
What doth her beauty ſerve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who paſs d that paſling fair? 
Farewell; thou canſt not teach me to forget. 
Hen. I'll pay that doctrine, or elſe die in debt. 


[ Exeunt. 


5B 2 SCENE 


om. A right good marks- man And ſhe's fair I love. 
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1 4 Street. Enter CArurtr, Pants, and Stroans 


Cap: And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and tis not hard, I think, 
For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 2 
Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both; 
And pity tis, liv'd at odds fo long. 
But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſuit ? 
Cap. But ror what — faid before: 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the world, 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years; 
Let two more fummers wither in the pride, 0 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. Wo. 
Par. Younger than ſhe are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made, 
The earth hath ſwallow d all my hopes but the, 
She is the hopeful _ of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her conſent is but a part; 
An the agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lies my confent and fair according voice, 
This night I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt 
Whereto I have invited many a gueſt, 
Such as I love; and you, among the ſtore, 
One more, moſt welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor houfe, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading ſtars, that make dark heaven light 
Such comfort, as do haſty young men feel 
When well-apparel'd April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even ſuch delight 
Among freſh female buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe ; hear all, all fee, 
And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be : 
Such, amongſt view of many, mine, being one 
May ſtand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Come, go with me ;---Go, ſirrah, trudge about 
Through fait Verona; find thofe perſons f 


"vs Whoſe 


„8 


* 


* 
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Whoſe names are written thore; and to them fay, + 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay, | 

Exeunt CAPULET and PARIS. 

Serv. Find them out, whoſe names are written here ? 

It is written---that the ſhoemaker ſhould meddle with his 

yard, and the tailor with his laſt, the fiſher with his pen 

cil, and the painter with his nets; but I am ſent to find 

"thoſe perſons, whofe names are here writ, and can never 

find what names the writing perſon bath here writ; 1 


muſt to the learned In good time, 


Enter BRNXVvOTLIO, and Rou zo. 


Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's burning, 
One pain is leſſen d by another's anguiſh ; 

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; g 

One deſperate grief cures with another's languiſh: 
Take thou ſome new infection to thy eye, 

And the rank poiſon of the old will die. 24 

Rem. Your plantain leaf is excellent for that. 1 
= For what, I pray thee ? oy 
Kom. For your broken ſhin, ; 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad? 2 
. Rom. Not mad, but bound more than 2 madman ĩs; 
Shut up in prifon, kept without my food, 
Whipt, and tormented, and---Good-e'en, good fellow. 

Serv. God gi' good een. pray, fir, can you read? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my milery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have learn d it without book » 
But I pray, can you read any thing you fee? | | 
» Rom. A "new 1 5" 
Serv. 2 Reſt you merry - Se: 

Kom. Stay, fellow; I can read. 


He reads the liſt. } 


'  Signior Martino, and his wife, and daughters; County 
Anſelm, and his beauteous fifters ; The lady widow of Vitru- 
vio; Signior Placentio, and his lovely meces; Mercutio, and 
his brother Valentine; Mine uncle Capulet, his wife and 
daughters ; My fair niece Roſaline; Leia ; Signiar Valen- 
tio, and his coufin Tybalt ; Lucio, and the truely Helena. 

A fair 


x % dad 


—— — IIS 
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A fair n ; Whither ſhould they come 
Serv. $2 50 
Kom, Whither? to ſupper? | 
Serv, To our houſe. - 280 WE ee 
Ram. Whole houſe 2 6-3-2 ($2505 wo oF 
Serv. My maſter's. | 
Kam. Indeed, I ſhould have aſked you that before. 
Serv, Now I'Il tell you without aſking : My Maſter is 
the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the houſe of 
Montagues, 1 pray, come and cruſh a cup of wine, Reſt 
you merry. 
Ben. At this ſame antient feaſt of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou ſo lovſt; 
ith all the admir'd beauties of Verona: ; 
_ thither ; and, with unattainted eye, 3 
are her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, . 
A0 will make thee think thy ſwan a crow. a 
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains ſuch fal ſehood, then turn tears to fires! + 
And thefe,---who; often drown d, could never die. 
Tranſparent hereticks, be burnt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love! the all-ſeeing ſun 
Ne'er ſaw her match, nee firſt the world begun. 
Ben. Tut! tut! you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Herſelf pois'd with herſelf in either eye: , 
But in thoſe chryſtal ſcales, let there be weigh'd b 
Your lady's love againſt ſome other maid 
That I will ſhew you, ſhining at this feaſt, 
And the ſhall ſcant ſhew well, that now ſhews beſt. 
Rom. I'll go along, no ſuch ſight to be ſhewn, 
But to rejoice in ſplendour of mine own, [Exeunt, 


— 


SCE NE II. 


Carurzr's Houſe. 5 1 Carviar, and Nurſe. 
Za. Cap. Nurſe, where's my daughter? call her forth 


to me. 
Nurſe. Now, by my maiden-head,--at twelve _ 
I bade her come.---What, lamb ! what, lady-bird !--- 
God forbid Where" $ this girl ?---what, Juliet! 


— 


2 


\ 
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64-2 Enter JoLlET. 


Ful. How now, who calls ? 

Nurſe. Your mother. | 

Jul. Madam, I am here; what is your will? 

La. Cap. This is the matter: Nurſe, give leave awhile, 
We muſt talk in ſecret.---Nurſe, come back again; 

I have remember'd me, thou ſhalt hear our counſel” . © 
Thou know'ſt, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurſe. Faith, can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. She's not fourteen. 

Nurſe. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth. L 
And yet, to my teen be it ſpoken, I have — four — 
She's not ny How long is't now to Lammas-tide # 

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days % 

| Nurſe. 7 Bien or odd, of all days in Teh year, 

Come Lammas-eve at night, ſhall the be xd EATEN 
Suſan 1450 ſhe,---God reſt all Chriſtian ſouls !--. . 
ere of an age.---Well, — is with God; 

She was too good for me: But, as I faid, 

On Lammas-eve at night ſhall ſhe be- fourteen ; 5 . 
That ſhall ſhe, marry ; I remember it well. +4 
"Tis ſince the earthquake now eleven years; —— 
And ſhe was wean'd, -I never ſhall forget it. 
Of all the days in the year, upon that day: 0 
For I then had laid wormwood to my dug, 

Sitting i' the ſun under the dove-houſe wall, | 

My lord and you were then at Mantua : 151 
Way y, I do bear a'brain :---but, as I ſaid, 4 
When it did taſte the wormwood on the * 

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool! 

To ſee it teachy, and fall out with the dug. 

Shake, quoth the dove-houſe : twas no need, I trow, 

To bid me trudge. 

And ſince that time it is eleven years: : 

For then (he could ſtand alone; nay, by the rood, 

She could have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, ſhe broke her brow : 

And then my huſband---God be with his foul ! 


4 was a merry man took up the child 
| Tra, 
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Tra, quoth he, do# thou fall upon thy face? | 
Thou he fall ur aver Lorri more uit 
Mili thou not, Jule? and, by my holy dam, o- 10 
The pretty wretch left crying, and ſaid---4y : 
To ſee now; how a jet all come about! 
IL warrant, an I ſhoyld live a thouſand years, 
I never ſhould forget it; Mili thou 2 quoth he!“ 
And, pretty fool, it ſtinted, and ſaid Ay. ! 
La. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold thy peace. 
Nurſe. Yes, madam; Yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, 
To think it ſhould leave crying, and fay---4 : 
And, yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's ſtone ; 
A par'lous knock; and it cried bitterly. 
Yea, quoth my huſband, all upon thy face ? 
T hou wilt fall backward when thou com ſi to age 3 
Wilt thou not, Fule © it ſtinted, and 4{aid--- y. 
Ful. And ſtant thou too, I pray thee, nurſe, fay I. 
Nurſe. Peace, I have done. 654 mark thee to his grace 
Thou waſt the prettieſt babe that e er I nurs d: | 
An I might; live to ſee thee married once, 
I have my wiſh. | | 
La. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to&alk of: Tell me, 4 
How ſtands your diſpoſition to be married ? 
Jul. It is an honour that I dream not 8. 
Nurſe. An honeur! were not I thine only nurſe, 
I'd fay, thou hadit ſuck'd wiſdom from thy teat. 
La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now: younger 
ou, 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 
Are made already mothers: by my count, 
I was your mother much upon theſe years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief; 
The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his love. 
Nurſe,” A man, young lady! lady, ſuch a man, 
As all the world hy, he's a man of wax. 
La. Cap. Verona's ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 
Nurſe. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very flower. 
La. Cap. What ſay you? can you love the gentleman? _ 


* This 
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This night you ſhall behold him at our beat: 2 
Read o'er the volume of young Hari face, pry” 
And find delight writ — with beauty 's 7 t oft A 
Examine every feveral liaeament, \ 29]. zu 
And ſee how-one ansther lends —— $1} DN 


And what obſcur din this falr a Ben. 9114.3 aA 


Find written in the margin of his eyes. ud; _ 
This precious book of; love, dee ee lou, 

To beautify him, only lacks à cover: . wal 
The fiſh . in the ſea; and aanuch pride, 1 


For fair without che fair within to hide?r s 5 6 
That book in manyꝭs eyes doth ſhare the glory, / R 

That in gold claſps locks in the ſs n ba 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he polleſs, - mA 

wy 444 5 Ana es. 0 

urſe. No lets? N women by men. 

La. 2 Speak bricks, can you like of Paris”. lover | 

Jul. II lock 40 Ele, if looking Wig aous.; wth 


But no more deep will I endart mine ggg 
Than your i non warte. * 
15 ” 3:1 ! HL OO 1 


Ser # 


" Serv.” Mila, ili odd Hopper Teryell up 
you call d, my young lady afk d for,: the nurſe curs'd in 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity... I muſt Wa 
to wait; I beſeech you follow ſtraigh * 

La. Cap. We follow thee.---7, 8 the 9 5 ſtays, 


' * . 
= 2 „%% YaaY 


Nurſe. Go, girl, ſeek happy nights to happy , 
A 928194) 1&6 1 r 
— e — e 7 
1) "= af Suit 
GENE, . un n 1 0% 
3 5 8 d 


"Bp What, ſhall this ſpeeth be ed. 16 1 
Or ſhall we on without apoſo ) wr T% 17! Y cu. M 


Ben. The date is out of fut poke: . oil Wh | 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd wi A feark, 
— a Totes 5 painted bow of lath, 88 "i 
— Sg 
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Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper; 
Nor on without-book-prologue, faintly ſpoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance: 
But, let — meaſure us by what they will, 
We'll meaſure them à meaſure, and be gene. | 
Rom. Give me à torch,---I am not for this ambling ; 
Being but heavy, Iwill bear the light. fc 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we mu have you dance. 
Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing ſhoes, © 
With nimble ſoles; I have a foul of lead, | 
So ſtakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
Mer. You area lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And ſoar with them above a common bound. 
Rom. I am too ſore enpierced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoar with his light feathers; and ſo'bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe: © 
Under love's heavy burden do I fink. 1 
Mer. And, to ſink in it, ſhould you burden love? 
Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing. 
Kam. Is — a tender thing? it is too ** 
Too rude, too boiſt'rous ; it pricks like thorn, 
Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down.--- 
Give me a caſe to put my viſage in; * 
. HI 3 67195 WE | 5 Putting en a maſk, 


9 ” 
. 


, 


A viſor for a viſor what care I, Fo 
What curious eye dath quote deformities ?. 
Here are the beetle-brows, ſhall bluſh for me. 
Ben. Come, knock, and enter; and no ſooner in, 
But every man betake him to his legs. | 
Nom. A torch for me: let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the ſenſeleſs ruſhes with their heels; 
For I am proverb'd with a dec phraſe,--- 
Lil be a candle-holder, and look on.--- . 
The game was neter ſo fair, and I am done. 
Mer. Tut! dun's the mouſe, the conſtable's own word : 
If thou art dun. we'll draw thee from the mire, 
Or (fave your reverence) love, wherein thou ſtick'it _ 
Up to the ears. Come, we burn day-light, ho! 2 
Rom. Nay, that's not ſo. ee 
Mer. I mean, Sir, in delay 


We waſte our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
5 | Take 
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Take our good meaning; for our judgment ſits 45 
Five times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 15 
Kom. And we mean well, in going to thismaſk; _ -. 
But tis no wit to go. * "Wk, 7 
Mer. Why, may one aſk? _ | | 
Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 
Mer. And ſo did I. | 
Rom, Well, what was yours? 
Mer. That dreamers often lye | Ye 
Rom. In bed aſleep ; while they do dream things true. 
Mer. O, then, I ſee, queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' mid wife; and ſhe comes 44 
In ſhape no bigger than an agate-ſtone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noſes as they lie aſleep : | 
Her waggon ſpokes made of long ſpinners' legs; 
The cover, of the wings of graſhoppers ; Foy. 
The traces, of the nale ſpiders web; 
The collars of the moonſhine's watry beams; 
oo whip, of cricket's bone ; the laſh of film : 
er waggoner, a ſmall grey- coated gnat, 
Not half fo big as a round late IO 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid: 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-aut, 
Made by the joiner ſquirtel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach- maker. 
And in this ſtate ſhe gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love: 
On courtters' knees, that dream on court ſies ſtraight : - 
Oer lawyers' fingers, who ſtraight dream on fees: 
Oer ladies' lips, who ſtraight on kiſſes dream; 
Which oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, 
Becauſe their breaths with ſweet-meats tainted are. 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a courtier's noſe, | 
And then dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit : 
And ſometime comes ſhe with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parſon's noſe as a lies aſleep, 
Then dreams he of another benefice: 
Sometime ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 


And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, ; 


— — - 
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Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spanifh | 
Of healths, five fathom deep: and then anon 
Drums im his ear; at which he ſtarts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus fri hted, ſwears a 4 or two, 
And ſleeps again. This! is that very "eh 
That plats = manes of horſes in the night; 
And cakes the elf-locks in foul ſluttiſh Fairs, | 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes.. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 
That prefles them, and learns them firſt to bear, 
Making them women of good ge, NT | 
This is ſhe—— . 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mereutia, peace; a 
Thou talk'it of nothing. + | 
Mer. True, I talk of dreams; oo 
Which are the children of an idle brain, th 
Begot of nothing but vain phantafy ; 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air; 
And more inconſtant than the wind; who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofom of the north, 
And, being anger'd, 7 qo Bok away from thence, | 
Turni 155 face to ing fouth. 
Ben. This wind, you talk of, 58 us from enden 
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. 
2 I fear too early: for my mind miſgi 
Some conſequenee, pet hanging in the ftars, 
Shall bitterly begin is fearful date | 
With this night's Nhe; and expire the term 
Of a delpileck life, clos d in my breaſt, 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He that hath the ſteerage of my courſe, 
Direct my fait!---On, * ernie x | yy 
Ben. La drum. [ Exeunty 


* * ** 


8CENE. V. 


A Hall in Caruier' s Hauſe. Enter Servants. 


r Serv. Where's Patpan, that he helps not to take 
away ? he ſhift a trencher ! he ſcrape a trencher ! 

2 Serv. When good manners fhall lie all in one dr 

| two 
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two men's hands, and they unwaſh'd too, tis 4 a foul 
thin 
1 un. Away with the joint-iools, remove the court- 
cup- board, re to the plate :---good thou, ſave. me * 
piece of march- pane; and, as thou lov'it me, let the 
ter let in Suſan Grinaſdone, and Nell. Antony, and 22 ! 
2 Serv. Ay, boy; ready. 

1 Serv. You are look d for, and call'd for, aſł d for 
and ſought for, in the great chamber. 
2 Serv, We cannot be here and there t00.-—Cheerly, 
boys; be briſk a while, and the longet liver take all. 

| Exeunk 


Enter CAPULET, ve. with the Gueſts and the Maſters. | 


1 Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies, that ve their ; 
-— i 
Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you: 
Ah ba, my miſtrefſes! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? ſhe that makes dainty, ſhe, 
I'll ſwear, hath corns; Am I come near you now? | | 
You are welcome, gentlemen! F have feen the -— 3 
That J have worn a viſor; and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would pleaſe;— tis gone, tis gone, tis gone: 
You are welcome, gentlemen.— Come, muſicians, play. 
A hall! a hall! give room, and foot it, girls. 
[ Muſick plays, and they Ant 
More light, ye knaves; and turn the ta 6s up. 4 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. _ | 
Ah, firrah, this unlook 'd-for fport comes welt. | || 
| | 


Nay, ſit, nay fit, good conſin Capulet; 

For you and J are paſt our dancing da 

How long is't now, ſince laft yourſelf ah 1 
Were in by maſk ? 8 ; | 
2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cap. What man! el — ſo much, tis not ſo much 7 
*Tis = the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 

Some five and twenty years; and then we maſk d. 


2 Cap. Tis more, tis more: his ſon | is elder, nk 
His fon i is thirty, | RSA 
<8 1 Cap, 
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1 Cap. Will you tell the that? 


His ſon was but a ward two years ago. (O41 
Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? 
- Serv. I know not, Sir. | 
- Rem. O, ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright! 
Her beauty _ upon the cheek of night | 
Like a rich jewel in an Æthiop's ear: 
Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth tov dear ! 
do ſhows a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady oe'r her fellows thows. 

The meaſure done, I'll watch her place of ſtand 
And, touching her's, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forſwear it, ſight! | 
For I ne'er ſaw true beauty 'till this night, | 

Tyb. This, dy his voice ſhould be a Montague :— 
Fetch me my rapier, boy: What! dares the ſlave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antick face, 
To fleer and ſcorn at our ſolemnity? 
Nov, by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin. | 
1 Cap. 28 how now, kinſman ? wherefore ſtorm you 
0? | 
Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A willain, that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our ſolemnity this night. 
2 op: Young Romeo ist? 
5b. "Tis he, that villian Romez. | | 
I Gap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; | 
And, to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and a well govern'd youth: 
I would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my houſe, do him diſparagement: 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will; the which if thou reſpect, 
She wa fair preſence, and put off theſe frowns, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 
7yb. It fits when ſuch a villian is a gueſt; I'll not en 
dure him. | 


1 Cap. He ſhall beendur'd ; 


* 


What 
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What, goodman boy !—I ſay he ſhall: G0 to ;— 


Am I the maſter here, or you? go to. 
You'll not endure him God ſhall mend my ſoul— 
You'll make a mutiny among my gueſts ! 
You will ſet cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man any 
Tyb. Why, uncle, tis a ſhame. ' t 
1 Cap. Go to, go to, 
You are aſaucy boy :—Is't fo, indeed 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you I know what.— 
You muſt contrary me! marry, tis 
Well ſaid, my hearts :—You are a princox ; go: 
Be quiet, or—more light, more light, for ſhame !— 
III make you quiet; What!--Chearly my hearts. | 
Tyb. Patience perforce, with wilful choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw: but this intruſion ſhall, | 
Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall. [ Exit. 
Rom. If I prophane with my unworthy han 
| [To Juliet. 


4 


This holy ſhrine, the gentle fine is this— 
My lips, two bluſhing pilgrims, ready ſtand | 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this; | 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to paltn is holy palmers' kiſs. 
Rom. Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too? 
Ful. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they mult uſe in prayer. 
Rom. 6 then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do; 
They pray, grant thou, leſt faith turn to deſpair. 
o Saints do not move, though grant for prayers” ſake. 
om. Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take. 


Thus from my lips, by yours my ſin is purg d. 


- 


[Kiſſing her. 
Jul. Then have my lips the ſin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips? O treſpaſs ſweetly urg d! 

Give me my ſin again. | 

ul. You kiſs by the book. 

urſe. Madam your mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother ? 
Nurſe, Marry, Bachelor, 


* 


Her 
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Her mother is the lady of the houſe, xe ant.! adv 
And a good lady, and a wiſe and virtuous : * 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk d withal ; 
I tell you—he, that can lay hold of hers | 
Shall have the chin. | 
Rom. Is ſhe a Capulet? | | 
O dear account! my life is my foes debt... 
Ben. Away, 1 the ſport is at the beſt, * 
- Rem. Ay, fo 1 the more is m yunreſt. | 
1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 
We have a trifling fooliſh banquet towards, — 
Is it cen ſo? Why, then I thank you all; 
I thank you, honeſt gentlemen; good night — 
More torches here Come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, ſirrah, by my lays it waxes late; 
I'll to my reſt. FE 
zul. Come hither, nurſe: What is yon gentleman ? 
Nurſe. The ſon and heir of old ar | 
Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door ? 
Nurſe. That, as I think; is young Petruchio. 
Jul. 121 he, that follows there, that would net 


Nurſe. I know not. 
Jul. Go, aſk his name: if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
| 3 His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
ſon of your great enemy. 

| Fu. My only love {ſprung from my only hate 
Too _— ſeen unknown, and known too late! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That I muſt love a loathed enemy. 

Nurſe. What's this? What's this? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now 

Ot one I danc d withal. 


[I [One calli within, Jul ix 7. 
Nurſe. Aziz, anon :— 


Come, lets _ ; the 2 25 all are gone. | [Exennt. 


nter 
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Euer CHORUS. 


New oli Deſire doth an his death-bed lie, 
And young Affection gapes t2 be his heir: 
That fair, for which love gron'd ſore, and weuld die, 
With tender Fuliet match'd, is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov d, and loves again, 
Alike bewitched by the charm. of looks ; 
But to his foe ſuppos d he muft complain, 
And jbe jtsal lave's ſweet bajt from fearful hooks : 
Being held a foe he may not have acceſs | 
To breath ſuch vaws as lovers uſe to ſavear ; 
And ſbe as much. in laue, her means much leſs - 
To meet her new beloved any where : 
But paſſion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremeties with extreme ſweet. | 
| [ Exit Chorus. 


——_— 
—_— tl. 
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ACT IL. SCENE J. 


The Street. Enter ROMEO alone. 


Romeo. 


C ANI go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. «Bai 
| 4. 


Enter BEX VOII O, with MERCUTIO., 


Ben. Romeo»! my couſin Romes / 

Mer. He is wile ; 
And, on my life, hath ſtol'n him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall: 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.— 
Why, Romeo! humours! madman! paſſion! lover! 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh, 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am ſatisfied ; 
Cry but—Ay me! couple but—love and dove; 

| D Speak 


ä— —— — — — _ 
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Speak to my goſſip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name to her'purblind ſon and heir, 
| Young Adam Cupid, he that ſhot ſo trim, 
When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid. — 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not ; 
The ape is dead, and I muſt conjure him. 
I conjure thee by Roſaline's bright eyes, 
By her high ror $995 4 and her ſcarlet lip, 
By her fine. foot, ſtraight leg, and quivering thigh, 
And the demeſnes that their adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou'wil't anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him: twould anger him 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtrefsꝰ circle | 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till the had laid it, and conjur d it down 
That were ſome ſpight : my invocation 
Is fair and honeſt, and, in his miſtreſs' name, 
I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf among thoſe trees, 
To be conſorted with the humourous night : 
Blind is his love, and beſt befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he ſit under a medlar tree, 
And with his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. — 
Romeo, good night; I'll to my truckle- bed; 
This field bed is too cold for me to ſleep: 
Come, ſhall we go? | ID 

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 8 
To ſeek him here, that means not to be found. i 


2 
- 


SCENE IE. 
CarULET's Garden. Enter ROMEO. 


Rom. He jeſts at ſcars, that never felt a wound. — 
But, ſoft! what light through 1 window breaks? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the fun !— 2 
Dort gppears above at a 8 
THg 
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Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already ſick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than ſhe. 
Be not her maid, ſince ſhe is envious ; 

Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it; caſt it off, — 
It is my lady, O, it is my love: | 
O that ſhe knew ſhe were | 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; What of that? 

Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwer it, —P 

I am too bold, tis not to ine it ſpeaks : 
To of the faireſt ſtars in all the heaven, 

Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return. 

What if her eyes wete there, they in her head? _ © + 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars 5 
As daylight doth a lamp, ; her eye in heaven 

Would through the airy region ſtream ſo bright, 

That birds would ſing, and think it were not night. 

See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand ! 

O, that I were a glove upon 12 hand, 
That I might touch that check! 
Jul. Ay me! = 
Rom. She ſpeaks : | 

O, ſpeak again, bright ing for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
As is a winged meſſenger of heaven 

Unto the white upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 

When he beſtrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 

And fails upon the boſſom of the air. | 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo] wherefore art thou Nomeos 

Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 

And I'll no longer be a Cupulet. 

Kom. Shall I hear more, or ſhall I fpeak at this? 
* 222 


Jul. Tis but thy name, that is my enemy; 
Thou art thyſelf, though not a Montague. 
What's Montague it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part: 

| | 2 ; . 


What's 


* 
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What'sin a name? that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which be owes, 
Without that title: Romeo, doff thy name; 
And for that name, which is no part of the, 
Take all myſelf. | 
Rom. | ak thee at thy word: 5 
Call me but love, and b be new baptiz d; 1; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. LORE 
Ful. What man art thou, that, thus beſcteen'd in night, 
So ſtumbleſt on my counfe] ? 
Rom. By a name = 
I know not this: to tell thee who I am: 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myfelf, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee; 
Had Lit a I would tear the word. 
Jul. My ears have yet not drunk ce bei 
Of that torigue's uttering, yet I Know the found ; 
Art thou not Romeo, anda Montague? 
Rom. Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee diſlike. 
Jul. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me? and where ſore? ? 
The orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb! 
And the place death conſidering who thou __ 
If * of m kinfmen find thee here, 2 
om. With love's liglit wings did I o'er-perch theſe 
| walls; 
14 F or ſtony limits cannot hold Tove, out: 
| | And what love can do, that dares love attempt; 3 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no ſtop to me. 
Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords; look thou but ſweet, 
And J am proof againſt their enmity. 
Jul. I would not for the world, they ſaw thee here, 
Rem. I have night's cloak to hide me from their ſi ight 3 ; 
"Abd, but thou love me, let them find me here; 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. By whoſe direction found'it thou out this place? 
Kom. By love, who firſt did promt me to inquire ; 
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He lent me e counſel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ſhore waſh'd with tlie fartheſt fea, 
I would adventure for ſuch merchandiſe. ' - 
Jul. Thou know'ſt the maſk of night is on my bee; 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek, 
For that which thou haſt heard me fpeak to night, 
Fain would I dwell on form, tain fain deny 
What I have ſpoke; But farcwetl compliment! 
Wok thou loye me ? Tkndiv thou wile fiy=Ay 5 © 
nd 1 will take thy word : yet, if thou" ear ſt, | 
Thou 2 ſt prove falſe; at lovers periuries, 
They * due laugis. O, gehile 1 TY 
If lo love, pronounce it falhfilly's 
Orif i think'it 'L am too quickly n, 
I'll frown, and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo-; but, elfe, not for tlie WO | 
In truth, fair Montague, Tam too fond; oo On / 
And therefore thou may ſt think my 'haviour « light . 
ut truſt me, gentleman, 111 prove more true, 
an thoſe who have more cunning to be ſtrange. 
I would have been more ſtrange, 1'muſt confeſs, 
But that thou over-heard'|t, ere I was ware, 
My true love's paſlion : therefore pardon me; 
And notimpute- this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark nig hit hath ſo 5 
Nom. Lady, by — bleſſed moon I vow, 
That tips with ſilver all theſe fruit tree tops. 
Jul. O, ſweur not by the moon, the inconſtant moon, 
That monthly: changes in her circled orb. 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. +: 
Rom. What ſhall I mne | * 5 
Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 5 
. if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 
Which is the god of my m 
And I'll believe thee. | 
Rom. If my heart's dear 1 +: | 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear; although I j joy in a hee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : f 
It is tos raſh, too unadviſed;too ſudden . - | 
.T oo like the lightning, which doth. — K 
ic 


— - 
— 
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Ere one can ſay—It lightens. Sweet, good night! 
This bud of love, by ſummer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Good night, good night! as ſweet repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt ! 
Rim. O, wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? 
ul. What ſatisfaction canſt thou have to-night ? 
om. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 
ul. I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. | 
Rom. 1944 thou withdraw it? for what purpoſe, 
| ove ? | 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again, 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite»  _ 
I heat ſome noiſe within; Dear love, adieu! 2 
3 [Nurſe calls within. 
Anon, good nurſe !—ſ{weet Montague, bf 8 | 
Stay buta little, I will come again. [Exit, 
Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night! 1 am afeard ads 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, | | 
Too flattering- ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 


Ke. enter JULIET, above. 


Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed, 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, | 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to-morrow, 
By'one that I'll procure to come to thee, 
here, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 
S : [Vitbin: Madam. 
I come, anon: But if thou mean'ſ not well, | 
J do beſeech thee.¶ Mithin: Madam.] By and by, I 
come: | 
To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief : | 
- 'To-morrow will I fend. | 
Rom. So thrive my ſoul, — | 1 
Jul. A thouſanil times good night! LExit. 
N Rom. 
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Rom. A thouſand times the worſe, to want thy light. 
Love goes toward love, as ſchool-boys from their books ; 
But love from love, towards ſchool with heavy looks. 


Re-enter JULIET again, above. 


Jul. Hiſt ! Romeo, hiſt! O, for a falconer's voice, 
To lure this taſſel- gentle back again | 
Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak aloud ; 

Elſe would I tear the cave where echo lies, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarſe than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my ſoul, that calls upon my name: 
How ſilver- ſweet ſound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſic to attending ate 

Jul. Romea! © 

Rom, My ſweet ? 

Ful. At what o'clock to morrow 
Shall I ſend to thee ? 

Rom. Py the hour of nine, 

Jul. J will not fail; tis twenry years till then. 

J have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Rememb bring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll ſtill ſtay, to have thee {till forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. | 

Jul. Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone: 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird, 
Who lets it hop alittle from her hand, 

Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a ſilk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving: jealous of his liberty. 
Rom. I would, I were thy bird. 
Jul. Sweet ſo would I; 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing. 
Good night, good night! parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That I ſhall ſay—good night, till it be morrow. [| Exit. 

Rom. Sleep dwel} upon thine eyes; peace in thy breaſt !— 

Would ] were ſleep and peace, ſo ſweet to reſt! 


Hence 
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 Henee will I to myghoſtly-father's cell ; 8 
His help to crave; and my dear hap to tell. [ Exit," 
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A Monaftery. Enter Friar LAWRESCE, with a Baſket. 
Fri. The grey-ey'd morn fmiles on the frowning night, 

Checkering the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light; 

And flecked darkneſs like a drunkard reels 

From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels : 

Now ere the ſun advance his burning eye, | 

The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 

I muſt up- fill this oſier cage of ours 

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers, 

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb; 

What is her burying grave that is her womb : 

And from her womb children of divers kind 

We ſucking on her natural boſom find ; | 

Many for 74 virtues excellent, 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 

In plants, herbs, ſtones, and their true qualities: 

For nought ſo vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give ; 

Nor ought ſo good, but, ftrain'd from that fair ule, 

Revolts from true birth; ſtumbling on abuſe ; 


Virtue itſelf turns vice, being miſapplied ; 


And vice ſometime's by action dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this ſmall lower 

Poiſon hath reſidence, and med'cine power : 

For this, being ſmelt, with that part cheers each part; 
Being tafted, ſſays all ſenſes with the heart. | 
Two ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them ſtill 

In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 

And where the worſer is predominant, 


Full ſoon the canker death eats up that plant. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. Good morrow, father! 


Fri. Benedicite ! 
| What 
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What early tongue ſo ſweet ſaluteth me't—- 
Young ſon, it argues a diſtemper d head, | 
80 ſoon to bid good/morrow to thy bed: | | SR 
Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 05 
And where care lodges, fleep will never lie | 
But where unhruiſed youth with unſtuft brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden ſleep doth * 2 
Therefore thy earlineſs doth me aſſure, 2 
Thou art up-rous'd by ſome — & 10 n = 
Or if not ſo, then here I hititright=- 1 | 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. | / + | | 
Rom. That laſt was true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon ſin! waſt thou with Roſalie #. | 
Rom. With Reſale, my ghoſtly father? no! 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 
Fri. That's my good fon: But where haſt 2 ow 
then ? | 
Rom. I Il tell thee, ere thou aſk it me again. Pp 
I have been feaſting with mine enemy; [ 
Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 2119 of; 
That's by me wounded ; bot our remedies | 
Within thy help and holy phyſick lies; 
I bear no 4. bleſſed man; for, lo, 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my foe. 
Fri. Be plain, good ſon, and — E in thy drift; 
Riddling confeſſion finds but riddling | 
Rom. Then plainly know, my heart — love is ſet 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet: 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine; 
And all combin'd, ſave what thou muſt combine 
- holy marriage ; when, and where, and how, 5 
e met, we wood, and made exchange of vow 
I'll tell thee as we paſs ; ; but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marry us this day. | | 
Fri. Holy ſaint Francis! what a change is here! , 
Is. Reſale, whom thou didſt love ſo dear, | | 
So ſoon forſaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in there hearts, but in their eyes. 
Holy faint Francis! what a deal of brine ' * 
Hath waſh'd thy fallow cheeks for Roſainie / 
How much ſalt water thrown away in waſte, - 
To ſeaſon love, that of it doth not taſte ! 
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The ſun not yet thy ſighs from heaven clears, 
old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 
—— thy cheek the ſtain doth ſit 
Of an old tear, that is not waſfi d off yet: 
If e er thou waſt thyſelf, and theſe woes bir. 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Rs 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this — 83 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtren _ in men. 
Rem. Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Roſaln 
* For doating, not for lovings pupil . 
om. And bad'it me bury lov 
Hi. Not in a grave, 
Jo lay one in, another out to have. 
Rom. I pray thee, chide not: ſhe whom I love now, 
8 for grace, and Iove for love allow; 
The other did not ſo. | 
Fri. O, ſhe knew well, 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not ſpell. 
But come, y waverer, come go with me, 
In one reſpect "a Di thy aſſiſtant be; 
For this Ane may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houfhold's rancour to pure lore. 
Rem. O, let us hence; I ſtand on ſudden haſte. 
Fri. Wiſely, and flow ; they ſtumble, that run faſt. 


[ Exeunt. 


The Street. Enter BexNvOL1o, and Mzeurio. 


Mer. Where the devil ſhould this Romeo be 
Came he not home to-night ? 
Ben. Not to his father's ; I ſpoke with his man. 
Mer. "Pole: that ſame pale hard-hearted wench, that 
oſaline, 
- Torments him lo that he will ſure run mad. 
Ben. Tybalt, the kinſman of old Capulet, 
Hath ſent a letter to his father's houſe. 
Mer. A challen nge on my life. a 


Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. 
Mer. 
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Aer. An that can write, may anſwer a letter, 

Ben. Nay, e will anſwer, the letter's maſter, how he 
dares, being dar'd. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, hoje alan dead | fabbidarich 
a white wench's black eye, ſhot thorough the ear with a 
love-ſong ; the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
bow-boy's but-ſhaft ; and is he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, 


he is the courageous captain of compliments : he fights as 
ou ſing prick keeps time, diſtance, and proportion 
he reſts 115 minim, one, two, and the third in your boſom: 


the very butcher of a ſilk button, a duelliſt, a "a duelliſ 12 
gentleman of the very farſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond 
cue Ah, the immortal paſlado! the * the 
* The what? | | 
Mer. The pox of ſuch antick, liſping, affeing fantaſti- 
coes ; theſe new tuners of accents 3 — very good 


blade !\——a very tall man —4 very good. whore |——» 
Why, is not this a lamentable thing — that we 
ſhould be thus afflicted with theſe fle flies, theſe fa- 
ſhion-mongers, theſe Pardonez-mey's, who ſtand ſo much 


on the new form, that they cannot fit at caſe on the old 
bench? O, their hon their bou's { 


Enter ROMEO. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring :=O felt, 
fleſh, how art thou fiſhified !—Now is he for d the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady, was but a kit- 
chen-wench; marry ſhe had a better love to be-rhyme her : 
Dido, a dowdy, ; ; Cleopatra a 9. Helen and Hero, 
hildings and harlots; - Thiſbs, eye or ſo, but not to 
the purpoſe. —Signior Romeo, 1 our | 25 there's a French 
ſalutation to your French 2 ou * „ 
feit fairly laſt night. 

Rem. Good morrow to you both. What counterfeit 
did I give you? 

Mer. The flip, Sir, the ſlip : Can you not conceive ? _ 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my buſineſs was great; 
and, in fuch a caſe a —_— man'e oy {train ur 
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Mir. That's as much as to N a caſe as * 
conſtrains a man to bow in the hams. 
Rem. Meaning to curt'ſy. n 
Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly hit A | 
Rom. A moſt courteous expoſitionn 
+ | Mer. Nay I am the dans. of courtefy. "ay 
Nom. Pink for flower CALM 00 00 


Mer. Ri 4 | br N 
Nom. y. then is my pump well flower d. | 


Mer. Well ſaid: follow me this jeſt now, til thou haſt 
word out thy pump; that, when the ſingle ſole of it is 
Fg the uu may remain after the wearing, toldly 

ar. 
m. O ſi le- ſobd jeſt, ſolel FR lar for the ſingleneſs! 
- Cots between us, f good Bars, 5 wit 
nts 

>; Switch and ſpurs, ſwitch and ſpurs ; ; or T1 e 2 
mate | 
Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-gooſe chaſe, I am 
done'; for thou haſt more of the wild-gooſe in one of thy 
wits, than, I am fure; T have in my whole hve : Was I 
with you there for the gooſe ? ' © 
' Rom. Thou waſt never with me for: any IF when 
thou waſt not there for the gooſe.  ' 

- Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt. - 

Rom. Nay, good gooſe, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter ſweeting; it is a moſt 
| ſharp ſauce. >, | | 

Nom. And is it not well ſerv d in to a ſweet gooſe ? 

Mer. O here's a wit of cheverel, that ſtretches from an 
inch narrow, to an ell broad! : | 
| Rom, I ſtretch it out for that word broad; which added 
to the gooſe, proves thee far and wide a broad gooſe. * 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love ?- 
now thou art ſociable, now art thou Romeo: now art 
thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature: for this 
driveling love 1s like a great natural, that runs lolling, 
up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. | 

Mer. Thou deſireſt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the 


* | 
Ben. Thou would'ſt elſe have made thy tale large. | 
Mer. O, thou art deceiy'd, I would have made it _ : 
r 
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for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; and meant. | 


indeed to occupy the argument no longer. 
Rom. Here s goodly geer. 


Enter Nurſe, and PETER. 


. Mer. A ſail, a fail; a ſail! 
Ben. Two, two; a ſhirt, __ ſmock. 
Nurſe. Peter! „ 
' Peter. Anon? „ on n b ' 

Nurſe. . fan, Peter. 

Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan's 
the fairer of the two. > 

' Nurſe. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurſe. Is it good den ? 

Mer. "Tis no leſs, I tell you; for the bawdy hand of the 
at 1s now upon. the prick of noon. | 

Nurſe Out upon you! what a man are you ?- - 
Nom. One, gratlewoman, that God hath made himſelf 
to mar, 

_ Nurſe. By my troth, it is well ſaid For himſelf to 
mar, quoth'a?— Gentlemen, can any of you tell me W 
I may find the youug Romeo? 

Rom. I can tell you; but young Reine! will be older 
when you have found him, than he was when you ſought 
him: I am the youngeſt of that name, foe fault of a 
worſe. 5 

Nurſe. You ſay well. 

Mer. Vea, is the worſt well ? very well took, i Nah 
wiſely, wiſely. 

. If you be he, Sir, I deſire ſome confidence with 


"I She will indite him to ſome ſupper. {1 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd 1 So bo! | 3 12a 

Rom. What haſt thou found? 

Mer. Nohare, Sir ; unleſs a hare, Sir, in a enten pe; 
that is ſomething ſtale and hoare ere it be ſpent. . 


An old hare hoar, 
, And an old hare hoar, 
Is very good meat in lent :' 
But a hare that is hoar, 
It tas much for a ſcore, 


When it boar ere it be ſpent.— , 
Ram. 
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Romes, will you come to yu lacher's © e to inner 
thither. | 
Rom. I vill follow you. . 
Mer. Farewell, antient lady; fwcwell lady, lady, lady. 
Exeunt MRRCUTIO, and BENVOLIO. 
Nurſe. I pray you, Sir, what AY merchant was this, 
that was ſo full of his 
Rom. A gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf 
talk ; and will ſpeak more in a maine; than he will ſtand 
to in a month. > 1 
MNurſe. An a ſpeak an thi inſt me, Il take him 
down an 'a were lber mh he gagai twenty ſuch Jacks! 
and if I cannot, F'll find thoſe that ſhall. Scurvy knave! 
J am none of his flirt-gills; I am none of his ſkains- 
mates:—And thou muſt ſtand by too, and ſuffer every 
Enave to uſe me at his pleaſure ? 
Peter. I faw no man uſe you at his pleaſure ; if I had; 
my weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant you: 
I dare draw as ſoon as another man, if I lee occaſion in 
a good quarrel, and the law on my fide. 
Nurſe. Now, afore God, I am fo vext, that every 
me quivers. Scurvy knave!—Pray you, Sir, a 
word: and as I told you, my young lady bade me inquire 
| pRo_ what ſhe bade me ſay, „Pull keep to myſelf : 
firſt let me tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her into a fool's 
paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a very groſs kind of beha- 
viour, as they ſay; for the gentlewoman is young; and, 
therefore, if you ſhould deal double with her, truly, it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and 
very weak dealing. f 
om. Nurſe, commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs. 1 
proteſt unto thee, — | 
Nurſe. Good heart! and, faith, 1 will tell her as 
much: Lord, lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. 
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurſe? thou doſt not 
mark me. 
Nurſe. 1 will tell her, Sir,—that you do proteſt 5 
which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer, 
Rom. Bid her deviſe lome means to come to ſhrife 
This afternoon ; 
| _ there ſhe ſhall at friar Lawrence cell 
riv'd, and marry'd. Here is for thy pains. 
Og No truly, Sir; not a penny. ; 4 


Rom. 
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Rem. Go to; I ſay, you ſhall. - | 

Nurſe. This afternaon, Sir? well, ſhe ſhall be there. 

Rom. And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abby-wall, 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with thee ; 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled ſtair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 

Muſt be my convoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell !—Be truſty, and I'll quit thy pains. 
Farewell !—Commend me to thy miſtrels. 

Nurſe. Now God in heaven bleſs thee Hark yon, Sir. 

Rom. What ſay'st thou, my dear nurſe? 

Nurſe. Is your man ſecret? Did you ne'er hear fay— 
Two may keep counſel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee my man's as true as ſteel. 

Nurſe. Well, Sir; my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt fair lady 
Lord, lord when twas a little prating thing, O. 
there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain — 
knife aboard; but ſhe, good ſoul, had as lieve ſee a toad, 


a 1 as ſee him. I anger her ſometimes, and tell 
her 


t Paris is the properer man! but, I'll warrant you, 
when I ſay ſo, ſhe looks as pale as any clout in the varſal 
world. Do 
letter ? 

Rim. Ay, nurſe; What of that? both with an R. 

Nurſe. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R is 
for the dog. No; I know it begins with ſome other let- 
ter: and ſhe hath the pretieſt ſententious of it, of you 
and roſemary, that it would do you good to hear it. 


N 


th not roſemary and Romeo begin both with a 


Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [ Exit 


Nurſe. Ay, a thouſand times. —Peter ! 
Pet. Anon? 
Nurſe. Peter, take my fan, and go before. [ Excunt. 


_—_—— 
—_— 


* * 
* 


SCENE V. 


CArurzr's Garden. Enter JULIET. 


Jul. The clock ſtruck nine, when I did ſend the nurſe ; 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 

Perchance, ſhe cannot meet him: — that's not ſo.— 

O, ſheis lame! love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun's beams 
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Driving back ſhadows over lowring hills : 
Therefore do mmble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid wings. 
Now is the ſun upon the highmoſt bill | 7 
Of this day's journey; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, —yet ſhe is not commune. 
Had ſhe affections, and warm youthful blood, wht 
She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball! a 
My words would bandy her to my ſweet love, 

And his to me : | 


But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 8 | 
Unwieldy, {low, heavy and pale as lead. | 


Enter Nurſe with PeTER. 


O God, ſhe comes!—O honey nurſe, what news? 
Haſt thou met with him? Send thy man away. 
Nurſe. Peter, ſtay at the gate. 5/93 
— [Exit Peter, 


Jul. Now, good ſweet nurſe, O lord! why look'st 
| thou ſad? | ab 
Though news be ſad, yet tell them merrily; 
If good, thou ſham'st the muſick of ſweet news 
By playing it to me with ſo ſour a face, | 
Nurſe. J am aweary, give me leave awhile ;— 
Fie, how my bones ache] what a jaunt have I had! 
Ful. I would, thou had'st my bones, and I thy news: 
_ Nay, _ I pray thee, ſpeak ;—good, good ' nurſe 
| ak. | 
Nurſe. What haſte ? can you not ſtay awhile? 
Do you not ſee, that I am out of breath ? . 
Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haſt 
breath | F 
To ſay to me- that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe, that thou doſt make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou doſt excuſe. 
Is thy news good, or bad? anſwer to that; 
Say either, and I'll ſay the circumſtance-; 
Let me be ſatisfied ; Ist good or ba; 
Nurſe. Well, you have made a ſimple choice ; you 
know not how to chuſe a man: Romeo no, not he; 
though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg 
excels all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 


=, 
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though they be not to be talk d on, yet they are paſt com - 
are: He is not the flower of courteſy, but, I'll warrant 
lum, as gentle as a lamb.—Go thy ways, wench; ſerve 
God :— What have you din'd at home? — 
J. No, no: But all this did I know before; 
hat ſays he of our marriage? what of that ? 


Nurſe. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head have I? | 


It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' the ather fide, O, my back, my back !— 
Beſhrew your heart, for ſending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. T'faith, I am ſorry that thou art not well: 
Sweet, ſweet nurſe, tell me, what ſays my love? 

Nurſe. Your love ſays like an honeſt gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſome, and 
J warrant, a virtuous: Where is your mother? 

ul. Where is my mother ?—why, ſhe is within; 

here ſhould ſhe be? How oddly thou reply'it ? 
Your love ſays like an honeſt gentleman, — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurſe. O, God's lady dear ! 
Are you fo hot? Marry, come up, I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your meſſages yourſelf, 

Jul. Here's ſuch a coil ;—Come, what ſays Romeo # 

—_ Have you got leave to go to ſhrift to-day ? 

J. I have. 
urſe. Then hie you hence to friar Lawrence' cell, 

There ſtays a huſband to make you a wife: 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in ſcarlet ſtraight at any news. 
Hieyou to church ; I muſt another way, 
'To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
— Muſt climb a bird's neſt ſoon, when it is dark: 
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight; 
But you ſhall bear the burden ſoon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune !—hgneſt nurſe, farewell. 

| [Exeunt. 
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SCENE LI. 


Friar LAWRENCE's Cell. Enter Friar LAWRENCE» 
and Roa EO. Krogh 2 


Fri. So ſmile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with ſorrow chide us not! 
Rom. Amen, amen! but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſight: 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph, die; like fire and powder, | 
Which, as they kiſs, conſume: The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in his own deliciouſneſs, | | 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth fo 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 


Enter Julikr. 


Here comes the lady: — O, fo light a foot 
Will ne'ex weat out the everlaſting flint: 
A lover may beſtride the goſſamer 

That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 
And yet not fall ; ſo light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghoſtly confeſfor. 

Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

Jul. As much to him, elſe are his thanks too much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the meaſure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy ſkill be more 
To blazon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich muſick's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happineſs that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter... 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his ſubftance, not of ornament : | | 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is grown to ſuch exceſs, 

I cannot ſum up half my ſum of wealth, 


Fri. 
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Tri. Come, come with me, ani we will make ſhort" 


Work; | | 
For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
"Tilt holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IL. SCENE I. 


A. Street. Enter MtxcuTio, BenvoLio, Page, and 
+» 4. + Servants, . : 


BENVOLIIO. 


1 PR A thee, good Mercutio, let's retire; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And, if we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a brawl ; tare 
For now, theſe hot days, is the mad blood ſtirring. © 3 
Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows, that when he 
enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his ſword upon 
the table, and ſays, God ſend me no need of thee! and, by 
the operation of the ſecond cup, draws 1t on the drawer, 
when, indeed, there is no need. * "4224 
Ben. Am I like ſuch a fellow? * 
Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood 
as any in Italy; and as ſoon mov d to be moody, and as 
ſoon moody to be moy'd. _ | Y 
Ben. And what too? ANY * 
Mer. Nay, an there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other; Thou! why 
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a 
hair leſs, in his beard than thou haſt. Thou wilt quar- 
rel with a man for cracking nuts, having no other rea- 
ſon but becauſe thou haſt hazel eyes; what eye, but ſuch 
an eye, would ſpy out fuch a quarrel? Thy head is as 
full of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat; and yet thy 
head hath been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrelling. 
Thou haſt quarrell'd with a man for coughing in the 
ſtreet, becauſe he hath waken'd thy dog that hath lain 
aſleep in the ſun. Didſt thou not fall out with a taylor 
for wearing his new doublet before Eaſter? with another 
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for tying his new ſhoes with old ribband? and yet thou 
wilt tutor me for quarrelling | 

Ben. An J were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the fee-ſimple of my life for an hour and a 


| quarter . 


» Mer. The fee ſimple? O ſimple! 
Enter T'yBALT, and athers. 


Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. . 

75. Follow me cloſe, for Iwill ſpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you. | 

Mer. And but one word with one of us? Couple it 
with ſomething ; make it a word and a blow. | 

Tyb. You ſhall find me apt enough to that, Sir, if yon 
will give me occafion. » 

Mer. Could you not take ſome occaſion without 


giving hr rn 
' .Tyb. Mercutio, thou conſort'ſt with Romeo,. 
Mer. Conſort! what, doſt thou make us minſtrels? an 
thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but diſ- 
cords : here's my fiddleſtick ; here's that ſhall make you 
dance. Zounds, confort! | 
Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men : 
Either withdraw into fome private place, | 
Or reaſon coldly of your grievances, | 
Or elſe depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. | 
Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them 
gaze; | 


I will not budge for no man's pleaſure, I. 
&: | Enter Rouxo. | 
_ Tb. Well, peace be with you, Sir! here comes my 


| man. | 

Mer. But I'll be hang'd, Sir, if he wear your livery. 
Marry, go firſt to field, he'll be your follower ; 
Your worſhip, in that ſenſe, may call him—man. 

Tyb. Komeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford 
No better term than this Thou art a villain, 
Kom. Tybalt, the reaſon that I have to love thee 
Noth much excuſe the appertaining rage ESE; 
Jo ſuch a greeting: — Villain I am none; 


* 


'Fherefore 
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Therefore farewell; I ſee, thou knowſt me not. 
75. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
Thou haſt done me; therefore turn, and draw. 
Rom. I do proteſt, I nevar injur'd thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canſt deviſe, 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love: 
And ſo, good Capulet, —which name I tender 
As dearly as my own, be ſatisfied. 
Mer. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion ! 
A la ffoccata caries it away,— 
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 
Tyb. What wouldſt thou have with me? 8 
Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you ſhall 
uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the reſt of the eight. Will 
you pluck your ſword out of his pilcher by the ears ?- 
make haſte, leſt mine be abaut your ears ere it be out. 
Do. I am foryou. [Drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 
Mer. Come, Sir, your paſſado. [They fight. 
Rom. Draw Benvolio ; | _ 
Beat doivn their weapons :—Gentlemen, for ſhame z 
Forbear this — ;—T ybalt—Mercutio— 
The prince expreſsly hath forbid this bandying 
In Verona ſtreets: — hold Tybalt ;—good Mercutio, 
[Exit TYBALT. 
Mer. I am hurt; | | 
A plague o' both the houſes I am ſped :— 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 
Ben, What, art thou hurt ? | 
Mer. Ay, ay, a ſcratch, a ſcratch ; marry, tis 
enough,— 

Where is my page ?—go, villain, fetch a ſurgeon. 
. 5 [ Exit Page. 
Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, tis not ſo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a 
church door; but tis enough, twill ſerve : aſk for me to- 
morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave man. I am pep- 
pul I warrant, for tiis world: A plague of both your 

uſes !-—What ! a dog, a rat, a moule, à cat, to fcratch 
a man to death] a braggart, a rogue, a villain that fights 
by the book of arithmetic Why the devil, came you 
between us? J was hurt under your arm? 

Rom. I thaught all for the beſt. a 
N er. 
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Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, Benvolio, 
Or I ſhall faint.—A plague o both your lioſes © 
They have made worm's meat of me: 
I have it, and ſoundly too: Vour houſes! | 
| Exennt Mrxcurto, and BNVOTL TO. 
Ram. This gentleman, the prince ꝶ near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 


hoy behalf ; my reputation ſtain'd oY i A 

With Ty Dander, Tybalt, that an hour IL 
Hath been my kinſman :—O ſweet Juliet, N 

Thy deauty hath made me effeminate, | L 


And i in — temper ſoften d valour's ſteel. 
Re-enter BENVOLIO. 


Ben. O Romeo, Rameal brave Mercurio“ dead; 
That lant ſpirit hath aſpir d the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the earth. 

. Rum. This day's black fate on more days doth W 
This but begins the woe, others muſt end. | 


Re-emmter TYBALT. 


Iu Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. Alive! in triumph! and Mercutio flain ! 
Away to heaven, feſpective lenity, 
And fire-ey d fury be my conduct now !— _ 
| Now, Tyball, take the villain back again, 
That late thou gav'ſt me; for Mercutios ſoul, 
Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him. company; 
Or thou, or I, or both, ſhall follow him. 
Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didſt conſort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 
Rom. This ſhall determine that. 


[They fight, TYBALT fats 


Ben. Remes, away, be gone! 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt ſlain:— 
Stand not amaz d: — the prince will doom thee death, 5 
If thou art taken: hence !—be ore away! ca 
Rem. O ! I am fortune's fool! 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay ? [Exit Rows EO. 


Enter Citizens, fc. 


Ci. Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutis ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he 8 
Be en. There hes that Tybalr. | _ M 
3 . Cit. 


- AOMEO- AND; ur. 47 


Cit. Up, Sir, go with me; —_— 
I charge thce in the prince's name, obe. 
| ; 


1222 
Euler Prince, MoxTAGuR, Carunr, their anne ihe. 
Prin. Whiete are the vile beginners of this fray £6 


Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcoyer all! F 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : | ae. av 
There lies the man flain by young Rams, , 1 
That flew thy kinſman, brave Me rcutis. | | 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my couſin !———O my bes 

child! 
O Prince O huſband !—O, Wed is pil ; _ 
Of my dear kinſman ALPrince, as thou art tue, F 
For blood of or ſhed blood of Montague. 5 * 
O couſin, couſin!) ty . P 

Prin. Benvolis, who begin this Hoody fray? ? 

Ben. Tybalt, here flain, whom Romeo hand did lay; 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink . 


How nice the quarrel was, and urg d withal i 
Your high diſpleaſufe: all this—uttered OO 
With gentle Preutk, calm look, knees humbly bow d. 1 
2 not take truce with che unruly ſpleen 
Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he an 
wid piercing ſteel at bold Mereutio's breuſt, 
Who. of as hot, turns deadly point to point, 
And, with a martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aſide, and with the other ſends 
It back to Tybait, whole dexterity - TO 
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 
Hold, friends friends, part ! and, mn _ chan is 
tongue, | 
His agile arm beats-down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them ruſhes ; underneath whoſe arm 
An envious thruſt from 7 ybalt hit the life 
Of ſtout Merentio, and ha Tybalt fled : : 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly'entertain'd revenge, 
And to't they go like lightning; for, ere 1 | 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybalt lain; 
And, as he fell, did Romes turn and fly : 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. | 
La. Cap. He is a kinſman to the Montague, | 
9 makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true: = > 
Some 
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Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, / 

And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life: 

F beg for juſtice, which thou, Prince, muſt give; 

Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muſt not live. 85 
Prin, Romes ſlew him, he ew Mercutis: ? 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth o-πwe? 
La. 4 * Io Romeo, Prince, he was Mercutis's 

iend;_. 0 1 

His fault concludes but, what the law ſhould end, 

The life of Tybalr. | prog 
Prin. And, for that offence, | 

Immediately we do exile him hence; 

I have an intereſt in your hates' proceeding, bk 4a IC) 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleed ng 

But I'll amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, IM 

That you ſhall al repent the loſs of mine: 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuſes; 

Nor tears, nor prayers, ſhall purchaſe out abuſes, 

Therefore uſe none: let Romeo hence in haſte, 

Elſe, when he's found, that hour is his laſt. 

Bear hence this body, and attend our will: 7 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thoſe that kill. [ Arent 


J 
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SCENE I. 


An Apartment in CayuLeT's Houſe. Eater J VLIET. 


Jul. Gallop apace, you ſiery-footed ſteeds, 
Towards Phœbus manſion ; ſuch a wa 
As Phaeton would whip you to the — 
And bring in cloudy night immediately —— 
read thy cloſe curtain, love- performing night ! 
hat run-away's eyes may wink; and Romes 
Leap to theſe arms, untalk d of, and unſeen— 
Lovers can ſee to do their amorous rites TEE 
By _ own beauties AK ns be blind, 
It 2 with night. e, civil night, 
Thou ſober-ſüited — all in black, 
And learn me how to loſe a winning match, 
Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſs maidenhogds : 
Hood my unman'd blood bating in my cheeks, 
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With thy black mantle; 'till ſtrange love, grown bold, 
Thinks true love ated, ſimple modeſty. 1 
Come, night Come, Romeo] come, thou day in night! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than new {now on a raven's back. | 
Come, gentle night ; come loving, black-brow'd night, 
Give me my Remes and, when he ſhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, 

And he will make the face of heaven ſo fine, 

That all the world ſhall be in love with night, 

And pay no worſhip to the gariſh ſun. — 

O, I have bought the manſton of a love, 

But not poſſeſs d it ; and, though I am ſold, 

Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day, 

As is the night before ſome feſtival  - 

To an impatient child, that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurſe, 


Enter Nurſe, with Cards. 


And ſhe brings news ; and every tongue, that ſpeaks 

But Romeo's name, ſpeaks heavenly eloquence. — 

Now Nurſe, what news? What haſt thou there? the 
cords, 

That Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nurſe, Ay, ay, the cords. ; 

Ful. Ay me! what news? why doſt thou wring thy 

hands ? 

Nurſe. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone |— 

Alack the day !—he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Ful. Can heaven be ſo envious ? 

Nurſe. Romes can, 

Though heaven cannot :=—ORemes ! Romeo /— 
Who ever would have thought it ?—Romee ! 

Ful. What devil art thou that doſt torment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roar d in diſmal hell. 
Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf? ſay thou but I, 
And that bare vowel I ſhall poiſon more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there be ſuch an 1. 

Or thoſe eyes ſhut, that make thee anſwer, I. 
If he beſlain ſay -I, or if not, no: 

Brief ſounds determine of my weal, or woe. 
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Nurſe. 
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Nurſe. I ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, — 
God ſave the mark!—here on his manly breaſt : 
A piteous corſe, a bloody piteous corle ; 
Pale, pale as aſhes, 'all bedawb'd in blood, 
All in gore blood:—T ſownded at the ſight. 
Jul. O break, my heart !—poor bankrupt, break at 
once! 
To priſon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth reſign ; end emotion here 
And thou, and Romeo, preſs one heavy bier! 
Nurſe. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt friend I had ? 
O courteous Tybalt/ honeſt gentleman ! 
That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead 
Jul. What ſtorm is this, that blows ſo contrary ? 
Is Romeo ſlaughter d? and is Tybalt dead? 
My dear-lov'd couſin, and my-dearer lord ?— 
Then, dreadful trumpet, ſound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if thoſe two are gone ? | 
Nurſe. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniſhed ; 
Rome, that kill'd him, he is baniſhed. 
Jul. O God !—did Romes's hand thed Tybalt's blood ? 
{urſe. It did, it did; alas the day! it did. 
Jul. O ſerpent heart, hid with a flow'xing face! 
Did ever dragon keep ſo fair a cave; 
Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelic! 
Dove-feather'd raven! wolfiſh-ravening lamb ! 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance of divineſt ſhow ! 
Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem'ſt, - 
A damned faint, an honourable villain !{— 
O, nature ! what hadſt thou to do in hell, 
When thou didſt bower the ſpirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh ?— 
Was ever book, containing fuch vile matter, 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit ſhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeons palace ! 
 - Nurſe. There's no truſt, 
No faith, no honeſty in men; all perjur'd, 
All forſworn, all naught, all diſſemblers.— 
Ah, where's my man? give me ſome aqua vite :— 
Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows, make me old. 
Shame come to Remes ! 
Ful. Bliſter'd be thy tongue, 
4 For 
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For ſuch a wiſh ! he was not born to name: * 


Upon his brow ſhame is aſham d to. ſit! 
For 'tis a throne where honour may'be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. 
O, hat a beaſt was I to chide at him! _ EI 
Nurſe. Will you ſpeak well of him that kill'd your 
couſin 
Jul. Shall I ſpeak ill of him that is my huſband ? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it 
But, wherefore, villain, didſt thou kill my. coulin ? 
That villaia couſin would have kill'd my huſband : 
Back, fooliſh tears, back to your native ſpring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which you, miſtaking, offer up to joy. _ 
My huſfand lives, that Tybalt would have ſlain ; 
And Tybalt dead that would have flain my huſband : 
All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, worſer than T7 ybalt's death, 
That murder'd me: I would forget it fain ; 
But, O! it preſſes. to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to ſinner's minds: 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo baniſbad: 
That - aniſbed, that one word—bam/bed, _ 
Hath ſlain ten thouſand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 1 
Or, —if four woe delights in fellowſhip, Le Fant 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,— 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe faid—T ybalt's dead, 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 
Which modern lamentation might have mov'd? - 
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo is baniſhed, —to ſpeak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All ſlain, all dead: Romeo is baniſhed, — 
There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 
In that word's death: no words can that woe ſound; — 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurſe ? | 
Nurſe, Weeping and wailing over T ybalt's corſe: 
Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 
Jul. Waſh they his wounds with tears? mine ſhall be 
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When theirs are dry, for Romeo baniſhment. 
Take up theſe cords :—Poor ropes, you are beguil d. 
Both you and I; for Romeo is exit'd : | 
He made you for a highway to my bed ; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed, 
Come, cords ; come, nurſe ; I'll to my wedding-bed ; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurſe. Hie to your chamber : I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
I'll to him; he is hid at Lawrence” cell. 
Jul. O find him! give this ring to my true knight, 


And bid him come to take his laſt farewell. [ Exeumt, 


8 ——— 
„ * 2 V 


SCENE 111. 


Friar LAWRENCE's Cell, Enter Friar LAWRENCE, and 
' Romeo. 
Fri. Remeo, come forth; come forth, thou fearful 
man; 
Affliction is enamour d of thy parts 
And thou art wedded to calamity. | | 
Rom. Father, what news? what is the prince's doom 
What ſorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? 
Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear ſon with ſuch ſour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 
Rem. What leſs than dooms-day is the prince's doom? 
Fri. A gentler judgment vaniſh'd from his lips, 
Not body's death, but body's baniſhment. 
Rom. Ha! baniſhment ' be merciful, ſay death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death! do not ſay—baniſhment. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed : 
Be patient for the world is broad and wide, 
om. "There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. . 
Hence-baniſhed is baniſh'd from the world, 
And world's exile is death; then baniſhment 


Is 
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Is death miſ-term'd : calling death—baniſhment, 

Thou cut ſt my head of with a golden axe, 

And ſmil'ſt upon the ſtroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin! O rude unthankfulneſs! 
ans fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath ruſh'd aſide the law, 

And turn'd that black word death to baniſhment : 

This is dear mercy, and thou ſee'ſt it not. 

Rom. "Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here, 
Where — lives; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouſe, every unworthy thing. 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 

But Romeo may not.— More validity, 

More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 

In carrion flies, than Rames: they may ſieze 

On the white wonder of dear Juliet s hand, 

And ſteal immortal bleſſings from her lips; 

Who, even in pure and veſtal modeſty, 

Still bluſh, as thinking their own kiffes ſin: 

Flies may do this, when I from this muſt fly; 

T hey are free men, but I am baniſhed. | 

And ſay ſt thou yet that exile is not death? 

But Romeo may not; he is baniſhed. | 

Had'ſt thou no poiſon mix'd, no ſharp ground knife, 

No ſudden mean of death, though ne'er ſo mean, 

But—baniſhed—to kill me? baniſhed ? . 

O Friar, the damned uſe that word in hell ; | 

Howlings attend it: How haſt thou the heart, 

Being a divine, a y confeſſor, 

A ſin abſolver, and my friend profeſt, 

To mangle me with that word—baniſhment ? | 
Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but ſpeak a word. 
Rom. O, thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
Fri. T'll give thee armour to keep off that word; 

Adverſity's | milk, philoſophy, 

To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 

Rom. Yet baniſhed ?—Hang up philoſophy ! 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a Juliet, 
Diſplant a town, reverſe a prince's doom; 

It helps not, it prevails not; talk no more. 

Fri. O, then I ſee that madmen have no ears. 

Rem. How ſhould they, when that wife men have no 
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Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. . 
Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak” — What hn; doſt not 
feel ; 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet «hy — 
An hour but marry'd, Tybalt murdered, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſhed, | | 
Then might'ſt thou ſpeak, then mightſt thou | tear = 
hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 
Fri. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo. hide thyſelf. 
[ Knock within. 
Rom. Not I ; unleſs the breath of heart-fick groans, 
Miſt-like, infold me from the ſearch of eyes. [ Knock. 
Fri. Hark, how they knock !—Who's there Konto, 
ariſe ; 
Thou wilt be taken: Stay a while :—ſtand up; 
[ Knock; 
Run to my ſtudy :—By and by :—God's will! 
What wilfulneſs is this ?—I come. I come. 
Who knocks ſo hard? whence come you ? what's your 
will ? 
Nurſe. [within.) Let me come in, and you ſhall know 
my errand ; | 
I come from my lady Juliet. 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. O holy Friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lach s lord, where's Romeo? 

Fri. There, on the ground, with _ own tears made 

drunk.- 

"Nurſe. O, he is even in my miſtreſs caſe, 

Juſt in her caſe !— | 

Fri. O woeful ſympathy ! 

Piteous predicament |! 

Nurſe. Even ſo lies ſhe, | | 
Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering t— 
Stand up, ſtand up; ſtand, an you be a man: 2; 
For Fuliet's ſake, for her A ah riſe and ſtand ; 

Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an O? 

Rom. Nurſe! 

Nurſe. Ah Sir! ah Sir death is the end of al. 

Rem. Spak ſt thou of Juliet? how is it with her ? ” 8 

Do 
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Doth ſhe not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is ſhe ? and how doth ſhe ? and what ſays 
My concea['d lady to our cancell'd love? 
Nurſe. O, the ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed; and then ſtarts up, 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo. cries, 
And then down falls again. | 
Rom. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 
Did murder her; as that name's curſed hand 
Murder'd her kinsman.— O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may ſack 
The hateful manſion. [ [Drawing his ſword. 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out, thou art ; 
Thy tears ate womaniſh; thy wild acts denote 
The unreaſonable fury of a beaſt : 
Unſeemly woman, in a ſeeming man! 
Or ill beſeeming beaſt, in ſeeming both! 
Thou haſt amaz'd me: by my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better * | 
Haſt thou ſlain Tybalt ? wilt thou flay thyſelf? 
And ſlay thy lady too that lives in thee, 
— doing damned hate upon thyſelf? 
hy rail'ſt thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once; which thou at once would'ſt loſe. 
Fie, fie! thou ſham'ſt thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit; 
Which, like an uſurer, abound'ſt in all, 
And uſeſt none in that true uſe indeed 
Which ſhould bedeck thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit.. 
Thy noble ſhape is but a form of wax, 
Digreſling from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love, ſworn, but hollow perjury, | 
Killing that love which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh. 
Thy wit, that ornament to ſhape and love, 
Miſ-ſhapen in the conduct of them both, 
Like powder in the ſkill-leſs ſoldier's flaſk, 
ls ſet on fire by thine ignorance, 
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And thoudiſmember'd with thine own defence. 
What, rouſe thee, man! thy Fulret is alive, 
For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou flew'ſt 32 there too art thou happy: 
The law, that threaten d death, becomes thy friend, 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy: 
Happineſs courts thee in her beſt array; 
But, like. a mis'hav'd and a ſullen wench, 
Thou pout'{t upon thy fortune and thy love: 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go, get thee to thy love as was decreed, 
Aſcend her chamber : hence and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 
For then thou can' not paſs-to Mantua; 
Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, andcall thee back, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
Than thou went'ſ forth in lamentation.— _ 
Go before, nurſe : commend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 
Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romes is coming. 5 
Nurſe. O Lord, I could have ſtaid here all the night, 
To hear good counſel: O, what learning is 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 
| Rom. Do fo, and bid my ſweet to chide, 
Nurſe. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make haſte, for it grows te. 
Rom. How well my — is reviv'd by this! 
Fri. Go hence. Good night :—and here ſtands all 
your ſtate, — | | 
Either begone before the watch be ſet, 
Or by the break of day diſguis'd from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua; F'll find your man, 
And he ſhall ſignify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand; 'tis late : farewell ; good night. 
Rom. But that a joy paſt joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, ſo brief to part with thee ; 
Farewell. 


LE. xeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE . 


4 Room in Caruier's Houſe. Enter CarvLer, Lady 
| Carurzr, and PARIS. 


Cap. Things have fallen out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daughter: 
Look you, the lov'd her kinſman Tybalt 3 
And ſo did I;: — Well, we were born to die. 
'Tis very late, the'll not come down to-night: 
I promiſe you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 
Par. Theſe times of woe afford no time to woot — _. 
Madam, fg night; commend me to your daughter. 
La. .I will, and know her mind early to- 
morrow; | 
To-night ſhe's mew'd up to her heavineſs. | is 
Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 
Of my child's love: I think, ſhe will be rul'd 
In all reſpects by me; nay more, I doubt it not.— 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; | 
Acquaint her here with my ſon Paris love; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wedneſday next— 
But, ſoft ; what day is this? | 
Par. Monday, my lord. 
Cap. — ha! ha! Well, Wedneſday is too 
don, WL 
O' Thurſday let it be ;—o' Phurſday, tell her, 
She ſhall be married to this noble earl;—  - 
Will you be ready? do you like this haſte ? 
We'll keep no great ado ;—a friend, or two: 
For hark you, Tybalt being ſlain ſo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſsly, 
Being our kinſman, if we revel much : ; 
Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par, My lord, I would that Thurſday were to- mor- 


row, 


Cap. Well, get you gone :—o' Thurſday be it then. 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, | 
Prepare her, wite, aint 


this wedding-day— 
= Farewell, 
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Farewell, my lord. —Light to my chamber, ho! 
*Fore me, it is ſo very late, that we 
May call it early by and by ;—Good night. [Ereunt. 


— 


* * 
2 
— 


SCENE V. 


Jorier's Chamber. Enter Roto and JULIET. 


Jul. Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet near day: 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; - 
Nightly the ſings on yon pomegranate tree: 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 
Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale: look, love, what envious ſtreaks 
Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder eaſt: 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountains” tops; 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 
ul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, 
t 1s ſome meteor that the ſun exhales, | 
To be to. thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua ; 
Theretore ſtay yet, thou need'ſt not to be gone. 
Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, if you will have it ſo, 
I'll fay, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
*Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whoſe notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven fo high above our head : 
I have more care to ſtay, than will to g0 — 
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it ſo.— 
How is't, my ſoul? let's talk, it is not day. 
ul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away; 
It is the lark that ſings ſo out of tune, 
Straining harſh diſcords, and unpleaſing ſharps, _ 
Some ſay, the lark makes ſweet diviſion ; . 
This doth not ſo, for ſhe divideth us; | 
Some ſay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes; 
4 - Se 
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O, now I would they had chang'd voices too! 
Since arm from arm that voice doch us affray, 
Hunting thee hence with hunts- up to the day. 
O, now be gone; more light and light it grows. 
Rom. More light and light — more dark and dark our 
WOCS, , 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nurje. Madam? 
Jul. Nurſe? ' 
Nurſe. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber: 

The day is broke; Be wary, look about. | 
| _ [Exit Nurſe. 


Ful. Then, window, let day in, and let lite out. 
Kom. Farewell, farewell! one kiſs, and I'll deſcend. + 
| [Rou oO deſcends. 


Jul. Art thou gone ſo? Love! lord! ah, huſband! 


friend! = 
J muſt hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days: 
O! by this count I ſhall be much in years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. | 
Rom. Farewell! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
00 „think'ſt thou, we ſhall ever meet again? 
am. I doubt it not; and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet diſcourſes in our time to come. 
Jul. O God! | have an ill-divining foul; 
Methinks, I ſee thee, now thou art ſo low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eye-ſight fails, or thou look 'ſt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me, love, in my eye ſo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinks our blood. Adieu! adieu! 


Ful. O fortune; fortune ! all men call thee fickle ; 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, fortune; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But ſend him back. oC 
La. Cap. [within.) Ho, daughter! are you up? 
Jul. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mother? 


, - 


H 2 Is 


Exit Rou xo. 


— — — * 
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Is ſhe not down ſo late, or up ſo early? | 
What unaccuſtomed cauſe procures her hither ? 


Enter Lady Carvier. 


Ta. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet? 
2 Madam, I am not well. 

2 Cap. Evermore weeping for your couſin's death! 
What, wilt thou waſh him from his grave with tears? 
An if thou could'ſt, thou could'ſt not make him live; 

Therefore, have done: Some grief ſhews much of love; 

But much of grief ſhews ſtill ſome want of wit. 

Jul. Yet let me weep for ſuch a — __ 

La, Cap. So ſhall you feel the loſs, but not the 
| friend 

Which you weep for. | 
Jul. Feeling ſo the loſs, 

I cannot choole but ever weep the friend. | 
La, OY girl, thou weep'ſt not ſo much for his 

ath, ; 

As that the villain lives which ſlaughter'd him. 

2 What villain, madam ? ; 

a, 7 That ſame villain, Romeo. 

Jul. Villain and he are many miles aſunder. 

God pardon him! I do, with all my heart; 

And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 

La. _ 'That is, becauſe the traitor murderer lives, 
ber y, madam, from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would, none but I might venge my couſin's death ! 

La, Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou 

not ; | 

Then weep no more, III ſend to one in Mantua,. 

Where that ſame baniſh'd runagate doth live, 

That ſhall beſtow on him ſo ſure a draught, 

That he ſhall ſoon keep Tybal/t company: — , 

And then, I hope, thou will be ſatisfied, 

Ful. Indeed, I never ſhall be ſatisfied 

ith Romeo, till I behold him dead 
Is my poor heart ſo for a kinſman vext ?— 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 

To bear a poiſon, I would temper it; 


That Romeo ſhould, upon receipt thereof, 


Soon 


' ROMEO AND JULIET. Ge 


Soon ſleep in quiet, —O, how my heart abhors 

To hear him nam'd, —and cannot come to him,. 

To wreak the love I bore my conſin Tyba/t, 

Upon his body that hath ſlaughter'd him a 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find ſuch a 

5 Mm. . | \ 
But now T'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 
wit And joy din well in ſuch — time: 

hat are they, I beſeech your ladyſhip : 

La. Cap. Wal, well, thou haſt a careful father, child; 
One, who, to put thee from thy heavineſs, . 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 

That thou expect'ſt not, nor I look d not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 

La. Cap. Marry my child, early next Thurſday morn, 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

The county Paris at Saint Peter's church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joytul bride. 
Tul. Now, by Saint Peter's church and Peter too, 
He ſhall not make me there a joyful bride, | 
I wonder at this haſte; that I muſt wed 

Ere he, that ſhould be huſband, comes to woo. 

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I ſwear, 

It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris: heſe are news indeed! 

La. WP Here comes your father; tell him ſo your 

elf, 


And ſee how he will take it at your hands, 
Enter CAPULET, and Nurſe, 


Cap. When the ſun ſets, the air doth drizzle dew ; 
But for the ſun-ſet of my brother's ſon, | 
It rains downright. 
How now ? a conduit, girl? what, ſtill in tears? 
Evermore ſhowering ? Fn one little body 
Thou counterfeit'ſt a bark, a ſea, a wind: 

For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the ſea, 

Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is, 

Sailing in this ſalt flood; the winds, thy ſighs ; | 

Who,—raging with thy tears, and they with them,. 

Without a ſudden calm, will overſet | 1 
Y 
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Thy tempeſt-toffed body. How, now, wife? 
Have you deliver'd to — our decree? 
La. Cap. Ay, Sir; but ſhe will none, ſhe gives you 
thanks; | 
. —— to her grave! 
. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wiſe. 
How! ! will the none? doth Ihe not give us thanks; 
Is ſhe not proud t doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 
Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that vou 
have: | 
Proud can I never be of what J hate; 
But thankful even for hate, this is rant love. 
Cap. How now! how now! chop logic ? What is 
this? N 
Proud and, I thank you—and, I thank you not— _ 
And yet not proud—Miſtreſs minion, you, 
Thank, me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
> ſettle your fine joints gainſt Thurſday next, 
o with Paris to Saint Peter's church 
of will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
4. you green ſickneſs carrion! out, you baggage! 


You tallow-face ! 
La. Cap. Fie, fie! 0 you mad? 
Jul. Good father, I beſeech you on my knees, - 


Hear me with patience but to ſpeak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! diſobedient wretch! 
I tell thee what, get thee to church o Thurſday, 
Or never after look me in the face: 
Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me ; 
My fingers itch.— Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God hath ſent us but this only child; 
But now I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curſe in having her: : 
Out on her hilding! 

Nurſe. God in heaven bleſs her ! 
You are to blame; my lord, to rate her ſo. 

Cap. And why, my wiſdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good gee {matter with your goſſips, go. 


Pa i L ſpeak. no —— 


cu. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Cap. O, God ye good den! 
Nurſe. May not one ſpeaæk? 
Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 
Utter your gravity o'er a goſſip's bowl, 
For here we need it not. 
La. Cap. You are too hot. | "24 
Cap. God's bread! it makes me mad: Day, night, 
late, early, | 3 
At home, abroad, alone, in company, 
Waking, or ſleeping, ſtill my care hath been 
To have her match d: and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage, | 
Ot fair demeſnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
Stuff'd (as they ſay) with honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as one's thought would wiſh a man, 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 
To anſwer II not wed, I cannot lade. 
1 am tao young, — I pray you, pardon, me j— 
But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you: 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with me; 
Look to't, think on't, I do not uſe to jeſt. 
Thurſday is near; lay hand on heart, adviſe: 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend; 
An you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve, die i the ſtreets, 
For, by my ſoul, I'll not acknowledge thee, 
Jul. Is there no pity ſitting in the clouds, 
That ſees into the bottom of my grief ?— 
O, ſweet my mother, caſt me not away! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 
La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not ſpeak a word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit. 
Jul. O God !—Q nurſe ! how ſhall this be prevented ? 
My-huſband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
How ſhall that faith return again to earth, | 
Unleſs that huſhand ſend it me, from heaven 
Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good ; 
Truſt to't, bethink you, I'll not be fortworn : [ Exit. 
By leaving earth ?—comfort me, counſel me. 
Alack, alack that heaven ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 


Upon ſo ſoft a ſubjeR as myſelf !—— 
What 
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What ſay'st thou ? haſt thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurſe. 

Nurſe. Faith here tis: Romeo 
Is banithed; and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you; 
Or, if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. f 
Then, ſince the cafe fo ſtands as now it doth, 
I think it beſt you married with the county. 
Oh! he's a lovely gentleman! | 
Romeo a diſh-clout to him; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not ſo „ fo quick, fo fair an eye | 
As Paris hath. Beſhrew my very heart, 
I think you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt: or if it did not, 
Your firſt is dead; or, twere as he were, 
As 8 here and you no uſe of him. 

= thou from thy heart? 

urſe. And from my foul too; 
Or elſe beſhrew them both. 
Amen! | 
urſe. What? . | 

Jul. Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous much. 
Goin; and tell my lady I am gone, | 
Having diſpleas'd my father, to Lawrence' cell, 

To e confeſſion, and to be abfolv'd. 

Nurſe. Marry, I will; and this is wiſely done. 
Exit, p 
Jul. Ancient damnation ! O moſt wicked fiend! 
Is it more fin—to wiſh me thus forſworn, 
Or to diſpraiſe my lord with that ſame tongue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare 
So many thouſand times ?—Go, counſellor ; 
Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhall be twain. 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 
If all elſe fail, myſelf have power to die. 


LEA. 


ACT N. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


— — — —— 


Friar LAWRENCE's Cell. Enter Friar LAWRENCE, and 
PARIS. | 


Friar. 


Ox Thurſday, Sir? the time is very ſhort. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it ſo; 

And I am nothing flow, to flack his haſte, | 

Fri. Youſay, you do not know the lady's mind; 
Uneven is the courſe, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately ſhe weeps for Tybalt's death, 
And therefore little have I talk'd of love ; i 
For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of tears. 

Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous, 

That the do give her ſorrow ſo much ſway ; 

And, in his wiſdom, haſtes our marrige, 

To ſtop the inundation of her tears ; 

Which, too much minded by herſclf alone, 

May be put from her by ſociety : 

Now do you know the reaſon of this haſte. | 

Fri, I would I knew not why it ſhould be flow'd. 


| [Afide. 
Look, Sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 


Enter JuriEr. 


Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife! 
Ful. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife. | 
Par. That may be, muſt be, love, on Thurſday next. 
Jul. What muſt be ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a certain text. 
Par. Come you to make confeſſion to this father ? 
ul, To anſwer that, were to confeſs to you. 
ar. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Ful. I will confeſs to you, that I love him. 
Par. So will you, I am ſure, that you love me. 
Jul. Tf I do ſo, it will be of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor ſoul, thy 12 is much abus d with tears. 


" * 
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Jul. The tears have got ſmall victory by that; 
For it was bad enough, before their ſpight. -. 
Par. Thou wrong'ſt it more than tears, with that report. 
Ful. That is no ſlander, Sir, which is a truth; 
And what I ſpake, I ſpake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt ſlander'd it. 
Jul. It may be ſo, for it is not mine own. 
Are you at leiſure, holy father, now; "IO, 
Or ſhall I come to you at evening maſs ? 
Fri. My leiſure ſerves me, penſive daughter, now :— 
My lord, we muſt intreat the time alone. 

Par. God ſhield, I ſhould diſturb devotion !— 
Juliet, on Thurſday early will I rouze you: 

Till then adieu! and keep this holy kiſs [Exit Parts, 
Jul. O, ſhut the door! and when thou haſt done fo, _ 
Come, weep with me ; Paſt hope, paſt cure, paſt help! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief; 

It ſtrains me paſt the compaſs of my wits : 
I hear thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'ſt of this, 

Unleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

If, in thy wiſdom, thou can'ſt give no help, 

Do thou but call my reſolution wiſe, 

And with this knife I'll help it preſently. | 
God join d my heart and Romev's, thou our hands; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romes ſeal'd, 
Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this ſhall ſlay them both: 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time, 

- Give me ſome preſent counſel ; or, behold, 

*T wixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that 

Which the commiſſion of thy years and art 
Could to no iflue of true honour bring. 

Be not ſo long to ſpeak; I long to die, 

If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, daughter ; I do ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution 
As that ĩs deſperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 
SM Thou 


ROMEO, AND JULIET> 67 


Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to ſlay thyſelf; + 7 
Then is it likely, thou will undertake / - cle 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That cop'ſt with death himſelf to ſcape from it ; 
And, if thou dar'ſt, I'll give thee remedy. - - 
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower; 
Or walk in thieviſh ways; or bid melurk  - | 
Where ſerpents are; chain me with roaring bears; 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel houſe, 5 cy 
Ofer-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
„With reeky ſhanks, and yellow chapleſs ſculls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud, | | 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble ;' 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unſtain'd wife to my ſweet love. 
Fri. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give conſent 
To marry Paris: Wedneſday is t0-MorroW ;. 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone, 

Let not thy nurſe lie with thee in thy chamber: J 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 
And this diſtilled liquor drink thou off; 
When, preſently, through all thy veins ſhall rnn 
A cold and drowſy humour, which ſhall ſeize I 
Each vital ſpirit ; for no pulſe ſhall keep g 
His natural progreſs, but ſurceaſe to beat: 1 
No warmth, no breath, ſhall teſtify thou liv'iſt; | 
The roſes in thy lips and cheeks ſhall fade 
To paly aſhes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 

Like death, when he ſhuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriy'd of ſupple government 
Shall (tiff, and ſtark, and cold appear like death; 

And in this borrow'd likeneſs of ſhrunk death 

Thou ſhalt remain full two and forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleaſant ſleep. | 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes Shea 
To rouſe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 

Then (as the manner of our country is) 

In thy beſt robes uncover'd on the bier, - 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient yault, 

Where all the kindred of ＋ Capulets lie. 7 p 

2 þ In 
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In the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift; 

And hither ſhall he come; and he and I 

Will watch thy waking, and that very night 

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame ; 

If no inconſtant toy, or — fear, | 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 
Jul. Give me, O give me! tell me not of fear.” 
Fri. Hold ; get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous, 

In this reſolve ; I'll ſend a friar with ſpeed 

To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 
Jul. Lo | 20 me ſtrength ! and ſtrength ſhall help 
'_ afford, 
Farewell, dear father ! [ Exeunt. 


t _— 


— — 


SCENE II. 


CAruorEr's Houſe. Enter Carur Er, Lady Carurzr. 
Nurſe, and Servants. h | 


2 So many gueſts invite as here are writ.— 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. | 
Serv. You ſhall have none ill, Sir; for I'll try it th 
can lick their fingers. | 
Cap. How can thou try them ſo ? 
Serv. Marry, Sir, tis an ill cook that cannot lick his 
| own fingers: therefore he that cannot lick his fingers 
goes not with me. 
Cap. Go, begone,— | | [Exit Servant. 
We ſhall be much unfurniſh'd for this time. — 
What is my daughter gone to friar Lawrence ? 
Nurſe. Ay, forſooth. | 
Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on her ; 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd harlotry it is, 


Enter JUL1ET, 


1 


Nurſe. See, where ſhe comes from ſhrift with merry 
Cap, 


look. 
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Cap. How now, my head - ſtrong? where have you been 


dding ? 
Ful. Where I have learnt me to repent the ſin 
Ot diſobedient oppoſition 


To you, and your beheſts ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Lawrence to fall proſtrate here, 

And beg your pardon :—Pardon I beſeech you! 
a I am ever rul'd by you. f 
Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this; 

I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence' cell; 
And gave him what becomed love I might, 

Not ſtep ing o'er the bounds of modeſty, 

Cap. Why, I am glad on't ; this is well; ſtand up: 
This is as't thould be. Let me ſee the county ; 
Ay, marry, go, I ſay, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar, 

All our whole city is much bound to him. 
ul. Nurſe, will ye go with me into my cloſet, 
To help me ſort ſuch needful ornaments 


As you think fit to furniſh me to to-morrow ? 


La. Cap. No, not *till Thurſday ; there is time 


enough, | 
Cap. Go, nurſe, go with her :—we'll to church to- 
morrow. [Exeunt JOLIET, and Nurſe. 


La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion ; 
Tis too near night. 

Cap. Tuſh! I will ſtir about, 
And all things ſhall be well, I warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Sulit, help to deck up her; 
I'll not to bed to-night Het me alone; 
I'll play the houſewife for this once. —What, ho !— 


They are all forth: Well, I will walk myſelf 


To county Paris, to prepare him up 
ainſt to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame wayward irl is fo reclaim'd. . 
[ Exeunt CAPULET, and Lady CAPULET. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


wy TE 
Jorret's Chamber. Enter FuLtET, and Nurſe. 


Jul. Ay, thoſe attires are beſt: But, gentle nurſe, 
F pray thee, leave me to myſelf to-night 3 N 
For J have need of many oriſons . 
To moye the heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, 


Which, well thou know'ſt is croſs and full of fin. 
. Euter Lady Caro Er. 


La. Cap. What, are you buſy ? do you need my help? 
ul. No, madam ; we have cull'd fuch neceſſaries 
As are behoveſul for our ſtate to-morrow : 
So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; 
For, 1 am ſure, you have your hands full all, 
Fa this fo ſudden buſineſs. Fe 720 
La. Cap. Good night! | 
Get thesto bed, and reſt; for thou haſt need. 
| | [ Exeunt Lady, and Nurſe. 
Jul. Farewell God knows, when we ſhall mcet 
8 again. | 
have a Cant cold fear thrills through my veins, _ 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of life : 
III call them back again to comfort me 
Nurſe ! What ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal ſcene 1 needs muſt act alone.— 
Come, phaal. | 
What if this mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I of force be married to the count ?— . , 
No, no ;—this ſhall forbid it: lie thou there. 
| Laymg down a dagger. 
What if it be a poiſon, which the 1 5 25 
Subtily hath miniſter'd to have me dead; 
Leſt m this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear, it is: and yet, methinks, it ſhould not, 
For he hath till been tried a holy man : 


I will 
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I will not entertain ſo bad a thought. — _ , 
How if, when I am laid in the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo | 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, - 6 
To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes in 
And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 
Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place 
As ina vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where for theſe many hundred years, the bones, 
Of all my buried anceſtors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhroud; whos as they ſay, 
At ſome hours of the night ſpirits reſort ;— 
Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I, | 
So early waking, - what with loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad 
O! if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
Environed with all theſe hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ſhroud ? 
And, in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 
As with a club, daſh out my deſperate brains? 
O, look ! methinks, I ſee my coutin's ghoſt 
Seeking out Romeo, that did ſpit his body 
Upon a rapier's point :—Stay, T ybalt, ſtay!— 
Romeo, I come! this do J drink to thee. 


| She throws herſelf on the bad. 


SCENE IV. 


Carurzr's Hall, Enter Lady CaruttT, and Nurſe. 
La. Cap. Hold, take theſe keys, and fetch more ſpices, 


nurſe, 


Nurſe. They call for dates and quinces in the paſtry. 
Enter 
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Enter CAPULET. 


Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir ! the ſecond cock hath crow'd, 
The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock :— 
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for coſt. 


Nurſe. Go, you cot-q — A 
Get you to bed; faith, you'll be ſick to-morrow 


For this night's watching. 


Cap. No, not a whit; What! I have watch d ere now 


All Alb fer a leſs cauſe, and ne er been ſick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a n in. your 
time; 
But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 
[ Exeunt Lady CAPULET, and Nur/c. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a 10 Wh Now, fellow, 


What's there? 
Enter three or four, with Spits, and Logs, and Baſkets. 


Serv. Things for the cook, Sir; but I know not what. 
Cap. Make haſte, make halte. Sirrah, fetch drier 


lo 

Call Peter, > will ſhow thee where they are. 

Serv. I havea head, Sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the mater. [Extt. 

Cap. Maſs, and well faid ; A merry whoreſon! ha, 
Thou ſhalt be logger-head. —Good faith, 'tis day: 
The county wall be here with mufic ſtraight, 
| [ Mufick within, 
For ſo he ſaid he would. I hear him near: 
Nurſe — Wife !—what ho !—what, Nurſe, I * 


Enter N urſe. 


Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim 3 up; 

I'll go and chat with Paris :—Hi ie, make haſte, 

Make haſte ! the bridegroom he is come _—_ 

Make . I ſay! [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


1 
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Jorigr's Chamber ; JULIET on the Bed, Enter Nurſe. | 
Nurſe. Miſtreſs what, miſtreſs Valio !-faſt, I 


warrant her- 
Why, lamb !—why, lady —ſie, you ſlug- a- bed 
Why, love, I fay!-—madam! — hy, 
bride ! | 
What, not a word you take your ennyworths now; 
Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant; - 
The county Paris hath ſet up his reft, rt Fre 
That you ſhall reſt but little. —God forgive me, 
ow and amen !) how ſound is ſhe afteep? 
— needs wake her: Madam] madam ! madam 1 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed; 
He Il fright you up, 1 faith. — Will it not be ? 
hat, Teſt and in your clothes! and down again! 25 
I muſt needs wake you :—Lady ! lady lady! x PEN, 
Alas! alas !—Help ! help! my lady s dead 
O. 'well-a-day, that ever I was born a 
Some aqua-vitz, ho !—My lord! my lady! *. 


Enter Lady CAPULET, 


La. Cap. What noiſe is here? 

Nurſe. O lamentable day 

La. Cap. What's the matter ? 

Nurſe. Look, look! O heavy day! 1 

La. Cap. O me, O me my child, my only life ! EH 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee — SY 
Help, bop call help. 


Enter CAPULET. | | ＋ 


Cap. For ſhame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is come. 

Nurſe. 7 s dead, deceas d, the' s dead; alack the 
y 

La. Cap. þ the day ! ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead, ſhe's 


Cap. Ha! let me ſee her: :—Out, alas! ſhe's cold; 
Her blood is ſettled, and FRET Joints are fl tuff; _—_ 
| Li & 
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Life and theſe lips have long been ſeparated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely froſt 
Upon the ſweeteſt flower of all the field. 
Accurſed time! unfortunate old man 
urſe. O lamentable day! 

La. Cap. O woeful time ! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me ſpeak. 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE, and PARIS, with Muſicians. 


Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 

Cap. Ready to go but never to return. 

O ſon, the night before thy wedding day | 
Hath death lain with thy bride :—See, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, deflowered now by him. 

Death is my ſon-in-law, death is my heir ; 

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 
And leave him all ! life leaving, all is death's. 

Par. Have I ſhought long to ſee this morning's face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a aht as this? | 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day.! 
Moſt miſerable hour, that time e er ſaw 
In laſting labour of his pilgrimage! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my ſight. 
Nurſe. O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day! 
Moſt table day ! moſt woeful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 
O day! Oday! O day! O hateful day! 
Never was ſeen fo black a day as this : 
O woeful day, O woeful day ! 

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, ſpighted, ſlain ! 
Moſt deteſtable death, by thee beguil'd, 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !-—— 
0 love! O life! not life, but love in death! 

Cap. Deſpis d, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd !— 
Uncomfortable time! why cam'ſt thou now 
To murder murder our ſolemnity? 
O child! O child !—my foul, and not my child !— 
Dead art thou !—alack ! mychild is dead ; | 
And, with my child, my joys are buried! = 
MOLE - Fri, 
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Fri. Peace, ho, for ſhame! confuſion's cure lives not 
In theſe confuſions. Heaven and yourſelf 
Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 

Your part in her you could not keep from death; 

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The moſt you 4 was—her promotion; 

For twas your heaven, ſhe ſhould be advanc'd ; 

And weep ye now, ſeeing ſhe is advanc'd, 

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itſelf ? 

O, in this love, you love your child ſo ill, 

That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well: 

She's not well marry'd, that lives marry'd long ; 

But ſhe's beſt marry d, that dies marry'd young, 

Dry up your tears, and ſtick your 8 / 

On this fair corſe ; and, as the cuſtom is, 

In all her beſt array bear her to church: 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 

Yet nature's tears are reaſon's merriment. 

Cap. All things, that we ordained feſtival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our inſtruments, to melancholy bells; 

Our wedding cheer, to a fad burial feaſt ; 
Our ſolemn ; Wa to ſullen dirges N ; 
Our bridal flowers ſerve for a bury'd corle, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, —and, madam, go with him ;— 
And go, Sir Paris ;—every one prepare 
To follow this fair corſe unto her grave : 

The heavens do lour _= you, for ſome ill; 

Move them no more, by croſſing their high will. 
[Exunt CAPULET, Lady CAPULET, PAR1S, and Friar. 
Mus. Faith, we may E up our pipes, and be gone. 
Nurſe. Honeſt good fellows, ah, put up, = up; 

For well you know this is a pitiful caſe. | 
| [Exit Nurſe. 
Mus. Ay, by my troth, the caſe may be amended. 


Enter PETER. 


Pet. Muſicians, O, muſicians, Heart's eaſe, heart's eaſe ; 
O, an you will have me live, play—heart's caſe. 


K 2 Mus. 
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Mus. Why heart's eaſe ? 
Pet. O, muſicians, becauſe my heart itſelf Ms | 
heart is full of wae :. O, play me ſome merry damp, t o com- 
fort me. 
* Mus. Not a dump 1 we; tis no time to play now, 
Pet. You will not then? 
Mus. No. 
Pet. J will then give it you ſoundly. 
Mus. What will you give us? 
Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleck : I will 
give you the — 2 | 
Mus. Then will I give you'the ſerving-creature. 
Pet. Then will I lay the ſerving-creature's dagger on your 
= I will carry no crotihets : I'll re you, IIIa you 3 
you note me ? 
© Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note us. | 
2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out your 
wit. 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit; I will dry beat 
you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger: 
Anſwer me like men: | 
When griping grief the heart doth waund, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppreſs, 
Then muſick with her filver ſound, 
Why, filver — ? why, muhick with her ſilver ſound ? 
What ſay you, Simon Catling ? 
1 Mus. Marry, Sir, becauſe ſilver hath a ſweet 
ſound. 
Pet. Pretty! what ſay you, Hugh Rebeck ? 
5 2 Mus. I ay—filver ſound, becauſe muſicians ſound for 
ver. 
5 Pretty too What ſay you, James Sound- 
FE Mus. Faith, I know not what to ſay. 
et. O, I cry you mercy! you are the finger : I will fa 
for you. It is—mufick with her filver ſound, becaule ſuch 
fellows as you have no gold for ſounding :— 
Then muſick with her filver ſound, 
With ſpeedy ww 405 lend redreſs. [ Exit, þ inging. 
1 Mus. What a peſtilent knave is ri ſame? 
'2 Mus. Hang bim, Jack! Come, we'll in here; ary for 
the mourners, and ſtay dinner, [Exeunt. 


done AND idr. 
ACL L. SCENE I 


Mantua. A fireet. Enter Romeo. 
Romeo. 


I F I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleep, 

My dreams preſage ſome joy ful news at hand: 
My boſoin's lord fits lightly, on his throne, 

And, all this day an unaccuſtom'd ſpirit 

Lifts meabove the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and 1 dead | | 
(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to think) ; _ 
And breath'd ſuch life, with kiſſes on my lips, 

That I reviv'd, and was an emperor, 

Ah me ! how ſweet is love itſelf poſſeſt, 


When but love's ſhadows are ſo rich in joy? 


Enter BALTHASAR. 


News from Verona ! How now, Balthaſar ? 
Doſt thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? is my father well ? 
How fares my Juliet! That ] aſk again; 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well. 
Balth. Then ſhe is well and nothing can beill ; 
Her body ſleeps in Capulet's monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives; 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And preſently took poſt to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill news, 
Since you did leave it for my office, Sir. 
Neem. Is it even ſo? then I defy you, ſtars !— | p 
Thou know'ſt my lodging : get me ink and paper, 
And hire poſt horſes ; I will hence to-night. | 
Balth. Pardon me, Sir, I dare not leave you thus: 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do impott 
Some miſadventure. _ 
Rom. Tuſh, thou art deceiv'd ; 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 
Haſt thou no letters to me from the friar ? 422% 
CN | Ballb. 
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Farb. No, my good lord. 
Rom. No matter : Get thee gone, 
And hire thoſe horſes ; I'll be with thee ſtraight. 
Exit BALTHASAR. 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to night. 
Let's ſee for means :—O, miſchief! thou art ſwiſt 
To enter in the thoughts of deſperate men 
Ido remember an apothecary, 
And hereabont he dwells, —whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
. Culling of ſimples; meager were his looks, 
Sharp miſery had worn him to the bone: 
And in his needy ſhop a tortoife hung, 
An alligator ſtuff d, and other fkins 
Of ile 'd fiſhes ; and about his fhelves 
A — account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes, 
Were thinly ſcatter d ta make up a ſhew. 
Noting this penury, to myſelf J faid— 
An if a man did need a poiſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would fell it him. 
O, this ſame thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this ſame needy man mult ſell it me. 
As II remember, this ſhould be the houſe : 
Being holiday, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut. — 
What, ho ! apothecary ! . 


Enter Apothecary. 


oF Who calls ſo loud? | 
em. Come hither, man.— ] fee that thou art poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have | 
A dram of poifon ; fuch ſoon-ſpeeding geer 

As will diſperſe itfelf through all the veins, 

That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 

And that the trunk may be diſcharg'd of breath 

As violently, as haſty powder fir'd 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. | 
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua's law 

Is death to any he that utters them. he 


Rom. 
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Rom. Art thou ſo bare, and full of wretchedneſs, 
And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppreſſion ſtarveth in thine eyes, 
l— * thy back hangs ragged milery ; 

e world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. | 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will <eaſents. | 
Rem. 4 pay thy poverty, and not thy wilL 5 
Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off; and, if you had the ſtr 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtrayght. 
Rem. There is thy gold; worſe poiſon to men's fouls, 
Doing more murders in this loathſome world, 
Than theſe poor compounds that thou may'{t not {ell ; | 
I ſel! thee poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none. 
Farewell; buy food, and get thyſelf in fleſn.— 
Come, condial, and not poiſon ; go with me 


To Fuliet's grave, for there muſt J uſe thee. [Exennt. 


— — r j 


——— _—. 


SCENE 11. 


Friar LAWRENCE's Cell. Enter Friar JOHN. | 
Feobn. Holy Franciſcan friar ! brother, ho! 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE. 


Law. This ſame ſhould be the voice of friar Fohn.— 
Welcome from Mantua: What ſays Rome ® 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

Jahn. Going to find A at; brother out, 
One of our , to aſſociate me, 

Here in this city viſiting the ſick, 
And finding him, the ſearchers of the town, 
Suſpecting that we both were in a houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that m 2 to Mantua there was ſtay d. 

WW o bare my letter then to Romeo: 7 "| 

: N. 
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John. I could not ſend it, —here it is again,— 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 
Law. Unhappy fortune! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear import; ahd the neglecting it 
May do much danger: Friar John, go hence; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it ſtraight 
Unto my cell. | 
2 Brother I'Il go and bring it thee. [ Exit. | 
w. Now muſt I to the monument alone; | 
Within theſe three hours will fair Juliet wake; 
She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo | 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come; * 
Poor living corſe, clos d in a dead man's tomb! ¶ Exit. 


> PR „ 6.4% * 2 — + 
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SCENE III. 


A Church-Yard ; in it, a Monument belonging to the 
CaruLETS. Enter Pakls, and his PAGE with a Torch. 


Par. Give de. thy torch, boy: Hence, and ſtand 
aloof ;— ES EOS. TTY. 
Vet put it out, for I would not be ſeen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear cloſe to the hollow ground ; 
So ſhall no foot upon the church- yard tread wal: 
(Reing looſe, unfirm, with digging up of graves), 
ut thou ſhalt hear it; white then to me, 
As ſignal that thou hear ſt ſomething approach. 
Give me thoſe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Page. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in this church-yard ; yet I will adventure. ¶ Exit. 
Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I ſtrew thy bridal bed: 
l » [Strewing Flowers. 
Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit doſt contain . 
The perfect model of eternity; 


Fair 
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Fair Juliet, that with angels doſt remain ß 
Accept this lateſt favour at my hands 1 
That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, | 
With funeral praiſes:dv/adorn thy tomb 7 
| I. De Boy whiſtles, 
The boy gives warning; ſomething doth approach. 
What curſed foot wanders this way to-nighty t, 
To.croſs my obſequies, and true love's rites ?* - 
What, with a torch |—=muMle'mez-night, awhile, 


Enter Roxtxo, and BALTHASAR with. a Torch, Cc. 

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning wu Ne 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. N 
Give me the light: Upon thy life I charge the, 
Whate'er thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my courſm. 
Why I deſcend into this bed of death; 
Is, par':y, to behold my lady's face: ab 
But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A. precious ring; a ring, that I muſt uſe 
In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone :—- 
But if thou, jealous; doſt return to pry 
On what I further ſhall intend to do 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, | 
And ſtrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs: 

The time and my intents are ſavage-wild; 

More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty tygers, or the roaring ſea. 

Balth. I will be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom, So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip. Take thou 

en | 
Live, and be proſperous; and farewel, good fellow. 
Balib. For all this ſame, -Fll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. 
| NY [Exit BALTHASAR» 

Rom. Thou deteftable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſel of the earth, | 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

 _ [Breaking up the monument. 

And, in deſpight, I'll cram thee with more food ! | 
| Par. This is that bamiſh'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my —_— couſin ;—with which grief, 


- 
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It is ſuppoſed, the fair creature dy d. 
And here is come to do ſome villainous ſhame ils D 
To the dead bodies : 1 will apprehend * Keil 164 P 
Stop thy param toll, vile — Nr 
Can vengeatice de purſu'd further than * ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee.s 
. Obey, and go with me; for thou muſt die, | 
Rom. I muſt; indeed; and therefore came I hithes.,o= 
Good gentle youth, terapt not a deſperate man, 
Fly hence — leave me ;—think upon theſe gone; 
Lͤt them affright thee. I beſeech thee, Jouth, | 
Pull not another fin-upon my head, 
By urging me to fury: O, be gone! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myſelf: 25 
For I come hither arm'd againſt myſelf: 
Stay not, be gone live, and hereafter a 
A madman's mercy. bade thee run away. 
Par. I do defy thy conjuration, 
And apprehend thee fora felon here. 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at cc boys 
[Dey fight, Paris falls. 
Page. O lord! they fight : 1 will go call the watch. 
Par. O, I am ſlam If thou be merciful, . 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. Dies. 
Rom. In faith, i will: Let me peruſe this __ . 
Mercutis's kinſman, noble county Paris 
What faid my man, when my betoſſed foul | 
Did not attend him as we rode; I think, t ee 
He told me, Paris ſhould have marry d N : * 1 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it fo? + * 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was ſo ?—O, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in four misfortune's book! 
I' bury thee in a triumphant grave, 
A grave? O, no; a lantern, flaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juũet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a teaſting prefence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr d. 
» {Laying Paris in the monument. 
How oft when men are at the point of death i 
Have they been merry? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death: O, how may I 
Call this a lightning 0, my love! my wife! 
Death that hath ras: d the honey of thy breath, 


Hath 
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' Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : . i 
Thou art not conquer d; beauty s enſign yet 
Is crimſon in hy New: and in thy cheeks, 

Aud death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy bloody theet ? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee, . | 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 

To ſunder his that was thine enemy 4 
Forgive me, couſin Ah, dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo fair? Shall I believe 
I will believe "ay lie thou in my arms) 

That unſubſtantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monſter keeps | 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour, 

For fear of that, I will {till ſtay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim night | 
Depart again : here, here. will I remain E 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; O, here 
Will I ſet up my ti reſt ; 

And ſhake the yoke of dn ici ſtars N 
From this world-wearied fleſh, Eyes, look your laſt! 
Arms, take your laſt embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs 
A dateleſs bargain to engroſſing death !— 

Come, bitter conduct come, unſavoury guide! 

Thou deſperate pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing rocks thy ſea- ſiek weary bark ! 

Here's to thy health, e 3 . rms 
Here's to my love !—[drinks.] O, true apothecary 
Thy drugs oy galck. Thus with a kiſs I die. [ Dier. 
Enter Friar . 4 Lentern, Crow, and 

| e. 
Law, Saint Francis be my fpeed! how oft to-night | 

Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves ?—Who's there? _ 


Enter BALTHASAR, | 


- Balth. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you 

well. Y 

Law. Bliſs be upon you! Tell me, good my friend, 

What torch is yond', that vainly lends his hight 
To grubs and eyeleſs ſculls? as I diſcern, 


It burneth in the Capulets' monument. ; 


Io lie diſcplour'd by this place 0 
 Romes | O, pale Who elſe? what, Paris too ! 
; ſteep d in EBlood—Ah, what an unkind hour 
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Balth. It doth ſo, holy ir, and there's my maſter, 
One that you loye. 

Law. Who is it? 

Balth. Romeo. | 

Law. How long hath be bien there ? 

Balth. Full halt an hour. 

Law, Go with me to the vault. 

Balth. I dare not, Sir: | | 
My maſter knows not, but I am gone hence; ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
If I did ſtay to look on his intents. 

Law. Stay then, I'll go alone: — F ear comes upon me ; 
O, much fear ſome al unluck thing. * 

Balth. As I did ſleep under 1 ye w- tree here, 
I dreamt my maſter and another W 
And that my maſter flew: him. 
Ta. Romeo? . 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which ſtains 
The ſtony: entrance of this ſepulchre _ 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and gory ſwords . 

eace !— 


s guilty of this lamentable chance ! | 

e lady ſtirs. 

ar [waking.] O, comfortable friar! where is my lord? 

I do remember well where I ſhould be, 

And there Lam: — where is my Romeo 2 Toile 8 
Law. I hear ſome noiſe. "15 come from that neſt. 

Of death, contagion, and unnatural ſleep ; a 


A greater Power than we can contradi&t 


Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away 3. . 4 
Thy huſband in thy boſom there lies dead; 

And Paris too; come, I'll diſpoſe of thee . 

Among a ſiſterhood of holy nuns ; 


Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is coming z ; 


ene Bo, ny A again. 1 dare ſtay no 
| =. | Exit, 
Jul. G5 get hes hens for I will not away : By 
Witt s here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand? 
_ I ſee, hath been his timeleſs end :— | 
churl! drink all; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after i] will kiſs thy lips; 
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Haply ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a reſtorative. - | [Kiſes him. 
Thy lips are warm 
Hatch, [ toithin. ] Lead, boy Which way? 
Jul. Yea, noiſe :—then I'll be brief. happy dag- 
nn [O natehing ROMEO's dagger. 
This is thy ſheath; [Habs herſelf.] there ruſt, and let me die. 


Enter Watch, with the Page of PARis. 


Page. This is the place; there, wherethetorch doth burn. 


Watch. The ground is bloody; Search about the 
church-yard ; 


Go, ſome of you, whome'er you find, attach. 
[ Exeunt ſome. 


Pitiful ſight ! here lies the county ſlain ; 
And Fuliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two days buried 
Go, tell the prince,—run to the Capulets, 
Raiſe up the Montagues,—ſome others ſearch t— # 
We ſee the ground whereon theſe woes do he ; 

But the true ground of all theſe-piteous woes, 

We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 


Enter ſome of the Watch, with BALTHASAR. 


2 Watch, Here's Romeo s man, we found him i in the 
church-yard. 
1 Hatch, Hold him in ſafety, till the prince come hither. ; 


Enter another Watchman, with Friar LAWRENCE. 
3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, ſighs, and 


. weeps : 
We took this mattock and this ſpade from him, 
As he was coming from this church-yard fide. 

1 Watch. A great ſuſpicion Stay the friar too. 


Enter the Prince, and Attendants. 


Prince. What miſadventure is ſo early up, 
That calls our perſon from our morning's reſt? 


Enter CAPULET, and Lady CAPULET, Ec. 


Cap. What ſhould it be, that they ſo ſhriek abroad? 
La. Cap. The people in the ſtreet cry—Romes, - 

Some— Juliet, and ſome Paris; and all run, 

With open out-cry, toward our monument. 


Prince, What | ear is this, which ſtartles in our ears 
Watch, 


* 
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Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris ſlain; 
And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before, 191 
Warm and new kill c.. BY 
Prince. Search, ſeek, and know how this foul murder 
Match. Here is a friar, and ſlaughter'd Romes's man; 

With inſtruments upon them, fit to open | 
Thefe dead men's tombs. 4 
Cup. O, heaven !—O, wife! look how our daughter 
eel bleeds ! | | 
This dagger hath miſta'en, for, lo! his houſe 
Lies empty on the back of Montague, 
And it miſ-ſheathed in my daughter's boſom ! 
Li. Cap. O me! this ſight of death is as a bell 
That warns my old age to a ſepulchre. | 


Enter MONTAGUE, and others. 


Prige. Come, Montague ; for thou art early ups 
To fee thy fon and heir more early down. 
Mon. Alas, my licge, my wife 1s dead to-night ; 
Grief of my ſon's exile hath ſtopp'd her breath : 
What further woe conſpires againſt my age ? 
Prince. Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. | 
Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy father to a grave ? 
--- Prence. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clear theſe ambiguities, _ 
And know their ſpring, their head, their true deſcent ; 
And then will I be general of your woes, 2 
And lead you even to death: mk time forbear, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpicion. 
Law. I am the teſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected, as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me, of this direful murder; 
And here I ſtand, both to impeach and purge 
Myſelf condemned and myſelf excus'd, 
Prince. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this. 
Law. I will be brief, for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. | 
Romeo, there dead, was huſband to that Juliet: 
And ſhe, there dead, that Romeo faithful wife: 
J married them; and their ſtolen marriage-day Da 
| : SE 
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Was Tybalt's doom's-day, whoſe untimely death _ 
Baniſh'd the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin d. 
You—to remove that ſiege of grief from her— 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce, 
To county Paris :z—Then comes ſhe to me; 
And, with wild looks, bid me deviſe ſome means 
To rid her from this ſecond marriage, 
Or, in my cell, there would ſhe kill herſelf. 
Then gave I her, ſo tutor'd by my art, ACM 
A ſleeping potion ; which ſo took effect 
As I intended, for it wronght on her | 
The form of death: mean time I writ to Romeo, 
That he ſhould hither come as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 
Being the time the potion's force ſhould ceaſe. 1 
But he which bore my letter, friar John, 
Was ſtaid by accident; and yeſternight 
Return d my letter hack: Then all alone, 
At the prefixed hour of her waking, | 
Came F to take her from her kindred's vault; 
Meaning to keep her cole at my cell, 
Till I conveniently could ſend to Romes : 
But, when I came (ſome minute ere the time 
Of her awaking), here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romes, dead. 
She wakes; and I entreated her come forth, 
And bear this work of heaven with patience : 
But then a noiſe did ſcare me from — tomb; 
And ſhe, too deſperate, would not go with me, 
But (as it feems) did violence on herſeli. 
All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurſe is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miſcarry'd by my fault, let my old lite 
Be ſacrific d, ſome hour before his time, 7 
Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. T 
Prince. W. ſtill have known thee for a holy man.— 
Where's Romeo man? what can he ſay to this? 
Balth. I brought my maſter news of Fultet's death; 
And then in poſt he came from Mantua, 
To this ſame place, to this fame monument, 
This letter he early bid me give his father; 


And. 
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And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left win there. COME 
Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. 
Where is the county's page that rais'd the watch 

Sirrah, what made your maſter in this place? th 
Page. He came with flowers to ſtrew his lady's grave; 5 
And bid me ſtand aloof, and fo I did: | 

Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb; 
And, by and by, my maſter drew on him; 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 3 
Prince. This letter doth make good the fie $ wank 
Their courſe of love, the tidings of her death : & 
And here he writes—that he did buy a poiſon 

Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be thefe enemies? Capulet ! Montague! — 
See, what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate, 
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love! : 
And I, for winking at your diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of kin{men ;—all are N 
Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand: 
This is my daughters jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 
Mon. But I can give thee more: 
For I will raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold; 


That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There ſhall no figure at fuch rate be ſet, 


As that of true and faithful Fuller. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Names by his lady lie; 
Poor facrifices of our enmity ! 
Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it brings; 
I be ſun, for ſorrow, will not fhew his head: © 
Go hence, to have more talk of theſe ſad things ; 
\ Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome punithed : 
For never was a ftory of more woe, 


Than this of Juliet and her Romeo, [ Exeunt omnts, 


THE END. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A, 


M EN. 


DvukE of Venice. 

BRABANTIO, a Senator. 

Two other Senators. 

GRATIANO, Brother to Brabantis. 

 Lopovico, Kinſman to Brabantis and Gratians. 

' OTHELLO, the Moor. 

Cass1o0, his Lieutenant. 

Iaco, his Ancient. | | 

RoDERIGo, @ Venetian Gentleman. 

MoNnTANoO, the Moor's Predeceſſar in the Government of 
Cyprus. 

Clown, Seryant to + wy Moor. 

Herald. + - - 


_— 


WOMEN. 


* DESDEMONA, Daughter to Brabantio, and i fe to Othellz, 
FEMILIA, Wife to Iago. 


BIANCA, Miſtreſs to Caſſia. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſengers, Muſicians, Sailors, and 
Attendants. 


SCENE, for the firſt Act, in Venice; is the reft of ihe 
Play, in Cyprus. 
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A C 1 
8 SCENE I. Fenice. A Street. 
Enter RopERIGO, and IAco. 


Raderigo. 


EVER tell me, I take it much unkindly, 
That thou, Iago. who haſt had my purſe, 
As if the ſtrings were thine ſhouldſt know of this. 
Iago. But you'll not hear me : + 
If ever I did dream of fuch a matter, abhor me. 
Red. Thou toldſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
ſage. Deſpiſe me if I do not. Three great ones of the 
City, F | 
In 1 ſuit to make me his lieutenant, 
Oft capp d to him; and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worſe a place: 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſes, 


* 


Evxvades them with a bombaſt circumſtance, 


Horribly ſtuff d with epithets of war; 
And, in concluſion, | 

Non- ſuits my mediators ; for, certes, ſays he, 
I have already choſen my officer. 

And what was he ? 

Forſooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 


A fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair wife; 


That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 

Nor the diviſion of a battle knows { 

More than a ſpinſter ; unleſs the bookiſh theoric,, - 

Wherein the taged conſuls can propoſe. Kater 26k 

As maſterly as he: mere prattle, without practice, 4 y 
7 | * 
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In all his ſoldierſhip. But he, ſir, had the election 
And I——of whom his eyes had [cen the proof, 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus; and on other grounds 
Chriſtian and Heathen—mulſt be be-lee'd and calm'd 
By debtor and creditor, this counter-caſter ; 
He, in time, muſt his lieutenant be, 
' And I, tir, (bleſs the mark !) his Moor-ſhip's ancient. 
Red. By heaven! I rather would, have been his hang- 
man. 
Tage. But there's no remedy, tis the curſe of ſervice ; 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where each ſecond | 
Stood heir to the firſt. Now, fir, be judge yourſelf, 
Whether I in any juſt term am athn'd 
To love the Moor? | 
Red. I would not follow him then. 
Jago. O, fir, content you; 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him: 
We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall matk 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, 
For nought but provender, and, when he's old, caſhier'd ; 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves : Others there are, . 
Who, trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves; 
And, throwing but ſhews of ſervice on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd their 
coats, | 4 
Do themſelves homage : theſe fellows have ſome ſoul: 
And fuch a one do I profeſs myſelf. | 5 
For, ſir, 
It is as ſure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago: 
In following him, I follow but myſelf ; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and daty, - 
But ſeeming fo, for my peculiar eng 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
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fn compliment extern, tis not long after - 
But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve 
For daws to peck at: I am not what I am. * 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can catry't thus! - 

[ago. Call up her father, | 
Rouſe him : make after him, poiſon his celight, 
Proclaim him in the ſtreets; incenſe her kinſmen, 

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, _ 
Plague him with flies: though that his Joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 

As it may loſe ſomie colour. | | | 

Read. Here is her father's houſe ; I'll call aloud. 

Iago. Do; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpy'd in populous cities. 

Lad. What, ho! Brabantio! ſignior Brabantio, ho! 
1 Awake! e ho! no” cringe thieves ! thieves ! 
to your houſe, your daughter, our bags! 

Thieves ! thieves ! | 2 , 


BRA BANTIO above, at a Window. 


Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons? 
What is the matter there ? 
Red. Signior, is all your family within ? 
Iago. Are your doors lock d? 
Bra. Why? wherefore aſk you this? 5 
lago. Sir, you are robbd; for ſhame, put on your 
own; | 
- Your — is burſt, you have but half your ſoul; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe 
Ange the ſnorting citizens with the bell, 
Or elſe the devil will make a grandfire of you: 
Ariſe, I ſay. - 
Bra, Whaty have you loſt your wats ? , 
Rod. Moſt reverehd ſigniot, do you know my voice? 
Ber. Not I: What are you? 
Rad, My name is——Roderigo, 


Bra. Th rſe 
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I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors: 

In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 

My daughter'is not for thee ; and now, in madneſs 

Being full of ſupper, and diſtempering draughts, 

Upon malicious bravery doit thou come 

To ſtart my quiet. | 

Nod. Sir, ſir, fir—— ' | ; 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 

My ſpirit, and my place, have in them power 

To make this bitter to thee. 


Red. Patience, good fir. ; 
Bra. What tell 'it thou me of robbing? this is Venice; 
My houſe is not a grange. 

Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio, 
In ſimple and pure ſoul I come to ou. | 

Tags. Sir, you are one of thoſe, that will not ſerve God 

if the devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, 
think we are rufftans: You'll have your daughter 
cover'd with a Barbary horfe; you'll have your nephews 
neigh to you: you'll have courſers for couſins, and gen- 
nets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

Tags. I am one, fir, that comes to tell you, your daugh- 
ter and the Moor are now making the beaſt with two 
backs. n 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Tags. You are——a ſenator. | 


Bra. This thou ſhalt anfwer ; I know thee, Rodrigo. 
Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech you, 
2 t be your pleaſure, and mot with conſent, 


As partly I find it 1s) that your fair daughter, 

At this odd even and dull watch of the night, 

J Tranſported—with no worſe nor better guard, - 

| But with a knave of common hire, a gondalier—— 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moos : 
If this be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſaucy wrongs : - 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 


That, from the ſenſe of all civility, 50 F: ntl 
IRE I thus 
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I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: 
Your daughter—if you have not given her leave—=— 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 
To an extravagant and wheeling ſtranger, 
Of here and every where: Straight ſatisfy yourſelf : ] 
If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 
Give me a taper ; call up all my people 
This accident is not unlike my dream, 
- Belief of it oppreſſes me already 
2 I fay, light! 
ago. Farewell; for I muſt leave you: 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholeſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I ſtay, I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor: For, I do know, the ſtate—— 
However this may gall him with ſome check 
Cannat with ſafety caſt him ; for he's embark'd 
With fuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus' war 5 
(Which even now ſtands in act), that, for their ſouls, 
Another of his fathom they have not, 
To lead their buſineſs: in which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains, 
Yet, 2 neceſſity of preſent lite, 
I muſt ſhew outa flag and ſign of love, 
Which 9 indeed but ſign. That you ſhall ſurely fnd 
| im, | | 
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd ſearch; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. { Exit, 


Enter below, BRABANTIO and Servants. 


Bra. It is too true an evil: gone ſhe is; 
And what's to come, of my deſpiſed time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. —Now, Roderigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her *—O unhappy girl 


With the Moor, ſay'ſt thou? ho would be a 
father? 
How did'ſt thou know iwas ſhe ?—O, thou deceiy'it me 
| B 2 Paſt 
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Paſt thought!—What ſaid ſhe to you Get mate 


tapers ; Jags he 
Raiſe all my kindred, —Are they marry'd, think you? 
Red. Truly, I think they are. | 
Bra. O heaven — How got ſhe out ?—O treaſon of 


the blood | | 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters' minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms, 


I which the property of youth and maidhood 
ay be abus'd? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? | 
Rod. Yes, tir; Tue indeed. | 
Bra. Call up my brother. _—O, would you had had 
her ! | 
Some one way, ſome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 
Rod. I think I can diſcover him; if you pleaſe 
To | rd, and go along with me. 
=. Pray BN, lead dg. At Art houſe I'll call; 
I may command at moſt :—Get weapons, ho! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial officers of might — - 
On, good Roderigo; Ill deſerve your pains. [| Exeunt, 


SCENE II. Anither Street. 
| | Enter OtfELLO; TAGo, and Attendants. 
Iago. Though in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 


Vet do 1 hold it very ſtuff o the conſcience 


To do no contriv'd murder; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me ſervice: Nine or ten times 
F had thought to have jerk d him here under the ribs, 
Oth. "Tis better as it is. | 
1ago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
init your honour, , _ 
That, with the little godlineſs I have, | 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, fir, 
Are you faſt marry d? for, be ſure of this 
That the magnifico is much belov'd ; - Fr 
n 
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And hath, ig his effect, a voice * | 

As double as the duke's : he will divorce you; 

Or put upon you what reſtraint and grievance 

The law (with all his might to enforce it on) 

Will give him cable. * 
Oth, Let him do his ſpite: 

My ſervices, which I have done the ſigniory, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, is yet to know 

13 , when I know that boaſting is an honour, 
ſhall promulgate), I fetch my life aud being 

From men of royal ſiege ; and my demerits 

May ſpeak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune. 

As this that I have reach'd : for know, Iago, 

But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 

] would not my onhouſed free condition 

Put into circumſpection and canfine _ 

For the ſea's worth, But, look! what lights come 

yonder i | 


nter Cas810, with athers. 


ago. Theſe are the raiſed father, and his friends ; 
You were beſt go in. | 
1 Not I : I muſt be found; VN 
arts, my title, and m ect ſoul, 
Sha manifeſt me ality.” 15 10 they? 
Ingo. By Janus, I think no. 
Otb. The ſervants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 


Caſ. The duke does greet you, general; 
And he requires your haſte, poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. | 
Oth. What is the matter, think you? ; 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
It is a buſineſs of ſome heat: the gallies | 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night, at one another's heels; 
And many of the conſuls, rais d, and met, 
Are at the duke's already: You haye been hatly call d _ 
a f =. 
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When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The ſenate have ſent about three ſeveral queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 

Oth. "Tis well J am found by you. 
J will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And go with you. | 

Caſ.. Ancient, what makes he here? 

Tags. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carrack ; 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. Ik 

Caf. I do not underſtand. 

Iago. He's married. 


Caſ. To who? - 


Re-enter OTHELLO. | 


Iago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go? 
Oth. Have with you. | 
Caſ. Here comes another troop to ſeek for you. 


[ Exit. 


Enter BRABANTIO, RoDER1GO, with Officers, 


Taga. It is Brabantio ;—general, be adv1s'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. ; ; 
Oth. Hola! ſtand there! 
Rad. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! g 
3 They draw on bath fades. 
Jago. You, Roderigo ! come, fir, I am for you. 
Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will 
ruſt them. 125 | 
Good ſignior, you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 5 
Bra. O thou foul thief! where haſt thou ſtow'd my 
daughter? | | 4 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her: 
For I'll refer me to all things af ſenſe, 
If ſhe in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid—ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 


| Run 
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Run from her guardage to the ſooty boſom | 
Of ſuch a thing as thou? to fear, not to delight; 

udge me the world, if tis not groſs in ſenſe, 

hat thou haſt practis d on her with foul charms; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals, 
That weaken motion: — I'll have it diſputed on; 
"Tis probable and palpable to thinking. | 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, ] 
For an abuſer of the world, a praQtiſer 
Of arts inhibited, and out of warrant ;—— 
Lay hold upon him; if he do reſiſt, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt : ; 
Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 
Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go 
To anſwer this your charge ? | 

Bra. To : till fit time „ 
Of law, and courſe of direct ſeſſion, | 
Call thee to anſwer, 

Oth. What if I do obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith ſattsfied; 
Whale meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Upon fome preſent buſineſs of the ſtate, 
To bring me to him? 

OH. Tis true, moſt worthy ſignior, 
The duke's in council; and your noble ſelf, 
Jam ſure, is ſent for. 2 

Bra. How ! the duke in council! 
In this time of the night!—Bring him away : 
Mine's not an idle cauſe : the ite himſelf, 
Or any of my brothers of the ſtate, _ 5 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own : 
For if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, 
Bond-ſlaves, and pagans, ſhall our ſtateſmen be. 


SCENE 
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Duke. There i is no compoſition in theſe news, 
That gives them credit. 
1 Sen, Indeed, they are diſproportion d; 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven allies. 
Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine, two hundred: 
But though they jump not on a juſt account 
As in theſe caſes where they aim reports, 
Tis oft with difference), yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment; ; 
5 do not ſo ſecure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 


In fearful ſenſe. 
Sailor within. ] What, bo! what, ho! what, hot 


Enter an Officer, with a Sailor, 


Off. A meſſenger from the gallies. 

Duke, Now, the buſineſs? 

Sail. The Turkiſh preparation inakes for Rhodes; 
So was I bid report here to the ſtate, | 
By ſignior Angelo. | 

Duke, How ſay you hy this change g 

1 Sen. This e be, 


By no aſſay of reaſon: tis a pageant, 
To keep us in falſe gaze: When we conſider 


The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; 


And let ourſelves again but underſtand, , 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 


So may he with more facile ueſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 


But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in ;—if we make thought of this, 


We muſt not think the Turk is ſo unſkilful, 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt ; 
Neglect ing an attempt of eaſe, and gain, 
To wake and Wage a danger | 


Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes, 
Off. Here is more news. 
Enter a Meſſenger 
Meſſ. The Qttomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there enjointed them with an after fleet, 
1 Sen. Ay, fol thought :——How many, as yougueſs? 
Mell. Of thirty fail : and now they do re-ſtem- 
'Their backward courſe, bearing with frank ap 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signjor Montago, 
Your truſty and. nloſt valiant ſervitor, | 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Due. Ti certain then for Cyprus. 
Marcus Luccheſs, is not he in town? | 
I Sen. He's now in Florence, © | 
Duke. Write from us; wiſh him: poſt, poſt-haſte : 
diſpatch. | ns, 2 
1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 


Enter BRA BA NTI0O, OTHELLO, IAGO, RODERIGO, and 
| cers. 


- Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you 
T general enemy Ottoman. 
id not ſee you; welcome, gentle ſignior; [To Bran, 
We lack d your counſel and your help to-night. 
Bra. So did I yours: Good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me; for my particular grief 
Is of ſo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature, 
That it engluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is ſtill itſelf. - 
Duke. Why, what's the matter? 
Bra. My daughter! O, my daughter 
K__——_— | 
Bra. Ay, to me; 
She is abus d, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 
By ſpells and medicines bought of mounie banks; 


For 
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For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame 6f ſenſe, [CY 
Sans witchcraft could not 
Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herſelf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
Tou ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 
Aſter your own ſenſe ; yea, though our proper fon 
Stood in your ation; 
Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it ſeems, 
Your ſpecial mandate, for the ſtate affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
All. We are very ſorry for it. 
Duke. What, in your own part, can you ſay to this? 
[To OTrziLo, 


Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. 
Oth. Moſt potent, grave, and i figniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good maſters 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; ect have married her ; 
The yery head and front of my offendin 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſsd with the ſet phraſe of peace : 
For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years' pith, ' 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I f peak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil — battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf: Vet, by your gracious patience, 
J will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver | 
Of my whole courſe of love ; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
{For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd Ne 
J won his daughter with. 
Bra. A maiden never bold; 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſh'd at herſelf; and ſhe, —in ſpite of nature, 
Of yours; of country, credit, every thing 
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To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs- perfection ſo could err 
Againſt all rules of nature ; and muſt be driven 
To find out praQtices of cunning hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood,. 
Or with ſome dram conjur d to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. | | 
Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; 
Without more certain and more overt teſt, 
Than. theſe thin habits, and poor likelihoods, 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 
I Sen, But, Othello, ſpeak 5——- 
Did you, by indirect and forced courſes, 
Subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion 
As ſoul to foul aftordeth ? 
Oth. ] do beſeech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, | 
And let her ſpeak of me before her father: 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, Ido hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life. * 
Duke. Fetch Deſdemona hither, | Zxewunt two or three. 
Qth. Ancient, conduct them; you beſt know the 
place Hus Exit Taco. 
And, till ſhe come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your grave ears [It preſent 
How I did thriye in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. | | 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Otb. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life 
From year to year, the battles, ſieges, fortunes, - | 
That 1 have paſs'd: E 
I ran it through, even from my boyiſh days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
e ä Wherein 
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Wherein I ſpake of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; | 

Of hair-breadth ſcapes i the imminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the inſolent fo, | 

And ſold to flavery ; of my-redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel's hiſtory : 

Wherein' of antres vaſt, and deſarts idle, 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whofe heads touch 
heaven, « 

It was my hint to ſpeak, ſuch was the proceſs; 

And of the cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthroppphagi, and men whoſe heads 

Do grow beneath their ſhoulders, Theſe things to hear, 

Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline: . 

But ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her thence; 

Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy car _ 

Devour up my diſcourſe : Which Lins 

Took once a pliant hour; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething, heard, 

But not intentively; I did conſent ;. 

And often did beguile her-of her tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer d. My ſtory being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of ſighs: 

She n faith, twas ſtrange, twas paſſing 

range; 

Twas pitifal, *twas wond' rous pitiful: 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it; yet ſhe wiſh'd 

That heaven had made her ſuch a man: ſhe thank'd me; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I ſpake, 

She loy'd me for the dangers I had paſt; *' 

And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us d 

Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it, 


Enter 
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Enter DzsDtEMONa, Taco, and Attendants. 


Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too 
Good Brabantio. 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt : 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, 
Than their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you, hear her ſpeak ; 
Tf ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man Come hither, gentle miſtreſs; 
Do you perceive, in all this noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedierice ? 
Deſ. My noble father; 
I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you I am bound for life, and education ; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter: But here's my huſband ; 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much. I challenge that I may profeſs 
Due'to the Moor, my lord. 
Bra. God be with you !—I have done 
Pleaſe it your grace, on to the ſtate affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it. 
Come hither, Moor ; 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. —For your ſake, jewel, 
I am glad at foul I have no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them.—T have done, my lord. 
Duke. Let me ſpeak like yourſelf ; and lay a ſentence, 
Which, as a grize, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
Into your favour. 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended, 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
o mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, | 
Is the next way to draw new miſchief on. 


— 


— 


. To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
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What cannot be preſerv'd when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. | 
The robb'd, that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the thief; 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We loſe it not fo long as we can ſmile. 
He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears, 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the ſentence and the ſorrow, 
That, to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow. 
Theſe ſentences, to ſugar, or to gall, 
Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear, 
'That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
I humbly befeech you, proceed to the affairs of ſtate. 
Duke. The Turk with a moft mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is beſt known to you : And though we have there a ſub- 
ſtitute of moſt allow'd ſufficiency, yet opinion, a ſovereign 
miſtreſs of effects, throws a more fafe voice on you: you 
muſt therefore be content to ſlubber the gloſs of your new 
fortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſterous expe- 
dition. 3 Pow), 222 
Oth. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of war 
My thrice- driven bed of down: I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity | 
I find in hardneſs : and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Ottomites. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your ſtate, 
I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife; 
Due reference of place and exhibition ; 
With ſuch accommodation, and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. | 
Duke.” If you pleaſe, 
Be't at her father's. Ek 
Bra. I will not have it ſo. 
Oth. Nor J. 85 
De/. Nor I: I would not there reſide, 


By being in his eye. Moſt gracious duke, 
o my unfolding lend a gracious ear: | 

And let me find a charter in your voice 

To aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona ? | 

De /. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right violence and ſtorm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my heart's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my lord : | 
I ſaw Othello's viſage in his mind; 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 

Did I my foul and fortunes conſecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind. 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rites, for which J love him, are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his dear abſence : Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your voices, lords wh do beſeech you, let 
Her will have a free way. . 
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 
To pleaſe the palate of my appetite: 
Nor to comply with heat (the young effects 
In me defunct) and proper ſatisſaction; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 
And heaven defend your good ſouls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant, 
For ſhe is with me: No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foi, with wanton dulneſs, 
My ſpeculative and active inſtruments, | 
That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs, 
Let houſewives make a {killet of my helm, 
And all indign and bafe adverſities 
Make head againſt my eſtimation! 

Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 


Fither for her ſtay, or going : the affair cries—haſte ! .. 


And ſpeed muſt anſwer it; you muſt hence to-night. 
De. To-night, my lord! | | 
Due. This night. | 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again. 


thello, 
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Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elfe of quality and reſpeQ, 
As doth import you. 
Oth. Pleaſe your my ancient; 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt: ö 
To his 8 I allign my wife, 
With what eHe needful your good grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
- Duke. Let it be fo,— | 
Good-night to every one. And, noble ſignior, 
[To Bran, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor! uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 
* Due and Senators, 
Oth. My life upon her faith. Honeſt Iago, 
My Deſdemona mult I leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her : 
And bring them after in the beſt advantage. 
Come, Deſdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direction, 
To ſpend with thee : we muſt obey the time. 
[ Exeunt OTHELLO and DESDEMONA- 


Red. lagn— 
TJago. What ſay'ſt thou, noble heart? 


Rad. What will I do, think'ſt thou? 

Iago. Why, go to bed, and ſleep. 

Red. I will incontinently drown myſelf, 

Jago. Well, if thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after it. 
Why, thon filly gentleman ? 
od. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment: 
and then have we a preſcription to die, when death is out 
phyſician. 8 W 

lago. O villanous! I have look'd upon the world for 
four times ſeven years: and ſince I could diſtingtitth be- 
twixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 

knew how to love himſelf, Ere I would ſay I would 


drown 
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drown myſelf for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would 
change my humanity with a baboon. Ret 

Rod, What ſhould I do? I confeſs it is my ſhame to 
be ſo fond; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Iago. Virtue! a fig! tis in ourſelves, that we are thus, 
or thus. . Our bodies. are our gardens; to the which our 
wills are gardeners: ſo that if we will plant nettles, or 
ſow lettuce ; ſet hyſop, and weed up hide ſupply it 
with one gender of herbs, or diſtra it with many ; either 
have it ſteril with idleneſs, or manurd with induſtry ; 
why, the power and corrigible apthority of this lies in 
our wills. If the balance of our Wes had not one ſcale 
of reaſon to poiſe another of ſenſuality, the blood and 
baſeneſs of our natures would conduct us to moſt prepoſ- 
terous concluſions: But we have reaſon to cool our ragin 
motions, our carnal ſtings, our unbitted luſt ; whereof 1 
take this, that you call Love, to be a ſect, or ſcyon. 

Rod. It cannot be. | 

Iago. It is merely a luſt of the blood, and a permiſſion 
of the will. Come, be a man: Drown thyſeff! drown 
cats, and blind puppies! I have profeſs d me thy friend, 
and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving with cables of per- 
durable toughneſs; I could never better ſtead thee than 
now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou theſe wars; 
defeat thy favour with an uſurped beard : I ſay, put money 

in thy purſe. It cannot be, that Deſdemona ſhould long 
continue her love to the Moor. put money in thy purſe! 
nor he his to lier: it was a violent commencement in 
her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable ſequeſtration; put 
but money in thy purfe !——Thefe Moors are changeable 
in their wills ;——hill thy purſe with money: the food 
that to him now is as luſcious as locuſts, ſhall be to him 
ſhortly as bitter as coloquintida. She muft change for 
youth: when ſhe is ſated with his body, the will find the 
error of her choice. She mult have change, the muſt : 
therefore put money in thy purſe! If thou wilt needs 
daran thyſelf, do it a more delicate way than drowning. 
Make all the money thou canſt. If ſanctimony, and a 


frail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian and a — 
C enetian, 
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Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of 
hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her; therefore make money, A 
pox of drowning chyſelf it is clean out of the way: ſeek 
thou rather to be hang d in compaſling thy joy, than to 
be drown'd and go without her. 
* Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on the 
iſſue? 
lage. Thou art ſure of me ; Go, make money :— 
I have told thee often, and I re- tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor: My cauſe is hearted; thine hath no leſs 
reaſon: Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againſt him: 
If thou canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thyſelf a pleaſure, 
and me a ſport, There are many events in the womb of 
time, which will be delivered. Traverſe; go; provide 
thy money. We will have more of this to-morrow. 
Adieu. 
Rad. Where ſhall we meet i' the morning ? 
lago. At my lodging. | 
Red. I'll be with thee betimes. | 
lago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Rodefigo ? 
Rod. What ſay you? 
Iago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 
Red. I am chang'd. I'II go fell all my land. 
lago. Go to; farewell: put money enough in your 
rſe. | Exit RODER1G®. 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe : TAE 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 
But for my ſport, and profit. I hate the Moor; 
And it is thought abroad, that *twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office: I know not, if be true; 
But I, for mere ſuſpicion in that kind. | 
Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well ; 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
Caffio's a proper man: Let me ſee now: 
To get his place, and to plume up my will, 
A double knavery. How ? how Let me ſee 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's car, | 
That he is too familiar with his wife ;—— 


He 
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He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 
To be ſuſpeQed ; fram'd to make women falſe, 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honeſt, that but ſeem to beſo; . 
And will as tenderly be led by the noſe, 
As aſſes are. 


I hav't ;——it is engender'd :——Hell and night 
Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's light, 
| [ Exit. 


A EEE CP TENES LEFTLILADEY 
KA 5 
SCENE I. The Capital of Cyprus. A Platform. 


Enter MONTANO, and two Gentlemen. 


Maontans. 


Wuar from the cape can you diſcern at ſea ? 
1 Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought flood; 
I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main, 
Deſcry a ſail. 
Mont. Methinks, the wind hath ſpoke aloud at land; 
A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd ſo upon the ſea, | 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortice? What ſhall we hear of this? 
2 Gen. A ſegregation of the Turkiſh fleet : 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chiding þillow ſeems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-ſhak'd ſurge, with high and monſtrous main, 
Seems to caſt water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fix d pole: 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed flood. 
Mont. If that the Turkiſh fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 


It is impoſlible they bear it out. 
Enter a third Genileman. 


3 Gent, News, lords! our wars are done; 
C 2 The 


x * — * = 
r= - - a 
K — ro — . Do ts aro we. —— — 
- 


A Sn IJ — yu PR 
= —— HH 
— 
” 


_ 


With foul and violent tempeſt. 
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The deſperate tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
That their deſignment halts : A noble ſhip of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous wreck and ſufferance 
On moſt part of their fleet. 

Mont. Howl is this true ? 

3 Gent. The ſhip is here put in, 
A Veroneſe: Michael Caſſio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on ſhore; the Moor himfelf's at ſea, 
And is in full commiſſion here for Cyprus. 

Mont. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy goyernor. 
3 Gent. But this ſame Cafſio—though he ſpeak of 

Comfort, p 

Touching the Turkiſh loſs—yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe ; for they were parted 


Mont. Pray heaven he be ! 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the ſea-ſide, ho! 
As well to ſee the veſſel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue, 
An indiſtin& regard. | | 

Gent. Come, let's do fo ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 


: | Enter Cass10. 
Caſ. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 


That ſo approve the Moor: O, let the heavens 


. Give him defence againſt the elements, 


For J have loſt him on a dangerous fea ! 


Mont. Is he well ſhipp'd? 
Caf. His bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance; | 


Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, 


Stand in bold cure. 
N A fail! a fail! a fail! 
if. What noiſe? WR, 
| Bo Cent. 
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Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o' the ſea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry—a fail! 

Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for the governor. 

Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhout of courteſy 5; © 
Our friends, at leaſt, [ Guns heard, 
* Caf. I pray you, fir, go forth, | 
And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. | 
Gent. I ſhall. Exit. 

Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiy'd? - 

Caſ. Moſt fortunately : he hath achiev'd a maid” 

That paragons deſcription, and wild fame ; 

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 

And, in the eſſential veſture of creation, 

Does bear all excellency.— How now? who has put in? 


Re-enter Gentleman, 


Gent. Tis one Iago, ancient to the general. 

Caſ. He has had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed : 
Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated ſands 
Traitors enſteep'd to clog the guiltleſs kee 
As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemona, 48; 

Mont. What is ſhe ? 

Caſ. She that I ſpake af, our great captain's captai 
Ln the 38 the bold = : 5 
Whoſe my here anticipates our thoughts 
A ſe'nnight's rem Jove! Othello guard, 

And ſwell his fail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bleſs this bay with his tall ſhip, 
Make love's quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted ſpirits, 


And bring all Cyprus comfort -O! behold, 


Enter DEsDEMONA, TAG0, RoperGo, and EMILIA. 


The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore ! 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees 


Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of Heaven, 


> 


1 

11 
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| 


Before, 
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Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round! | 
Def. I thank you, valiant Caſlio. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
- Caf. He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught, 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 

Def. O, but I fear !—How loſt you company? 
Caſ. The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fe u : But, hark! a ſail. 

Within. ] A fail! a fail! [uns heard. 
ent. They give this greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewiſe is a friend. 


Caf. See for the news [An Attendant goes out, 
Good ancient, you are welcome Welcome, miſtreſs. - 
2 [To EMuILIIA. 


Let it not gall your patience, good Iago, 
That I extend my manners: tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſy. | Aiſes her, 
lage. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You'd have enou gg. 
Def. Alas! ſhe has no ſpeech. 
Jago. In faith, too much; 
I find it ſtill, when I have liſt to ſleep ; 
Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. _ 
Emil. You have little cauſe to ſay fo, 
Jago. Come on, come on; you are pictures out of 
doors, | 3 | 
Belles in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your houſewifery, and houſewives in your beds. 
Def. O, fie upon thee, ſlanderer! 
lago. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Turk: 
You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 
Emil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
lage, No, let me not. 
De. What wouldſt thou write of me, if thou ſhouldft 
praiſe me ? 


ago. 
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lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to'ts 


For I am nothing, if not critical. 
Def. 54 on, aſſay: There's one gone to the har- 
ur | 
lago. Ay, madam. _ 
Def. I am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming . | 
Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe nme? 
lago. I am about it; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as bird- lime does from frieze, 
It plucks out brains and all: But my muſe labours, 
And thus ſhe is deliver'd : 


If ſhe be fair and wi nd and wit, 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. 


Deſ. Well prais d! How if ſhe be black and witty? 


Iago. If ſhe black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that thall her blackneſs fit. 


Deſ. Worſe and worſe. | * 
Emil. How, if fair and fooliſh? 


lago. She never yet was fooliſh that was fair: 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 


Def. Theſe are old paradoxes, to make fools laugh 
i the alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſt thou far her 
that's foul and fooliſh ? | 


lago, There's none fo foul, and fooliſh thereunto, 
But does foul pranks which fair and wiſe ones do. 


Def. O heavy ignorance !—thou praiſeſt the worſt beſt. 
But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſerving wo- 
man indeed; one that, in the authority of her merit, did 
juſtly put on the vouch of very malice itſelf ? | 


Tago. She that was ever fair, and never proud; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay; 
Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid—nav I may ! 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, / 
Bade her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly ; 


/ 
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She that in wiſdom never was ſo frail, wg 
To change the cod's head for the ſalmon's tail ; 
She that cotild think, and neer diſcloſe her mind; 
See ſuitor's following, and not look behind; 

She was a wight—if ever ſuch wight were 


Deſ. To do what? | | 

Lago. To ſuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall beer. 

Deſ.” O moſt lame and impotent coneluſtbn Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy huſband. — 


How ſay you, Caffio? is he not a molt profane and liberal 


- counſellor ? 


"79S Oth. O my fair warrior ! 


' © *T'were now to be molt happy; for, I fear, 


% 


Caſ. He 2 madam; you may reliſh him 
more in the ſoldier, than in the ſcholar. _ | 
Taga. 3 He takes her by the palm: Ay, well 
faid, whiſper: with as little a web as this, will I enfnare 
as great a fly as Caſſio. Ay, ſmile upon her, do; I will 
gyve thee in thine own courtſhip. You ſay true; tis ſo, 
indeed: if ſuch tricks as theſe ſtrip you out. of your lieute- 
nantry, it had been better you had not kiſs'd your three 
fingers ſo oft, which now again you are apt'to play the fir 
in. Very good; well kiſs d! an excellent courteſy! 'tis 
ſo, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your lips? would 


they were elyſter- pi pes for your ſake |l-— * [ Trumpet. 
The — — his trumpet. — 9 5 


Caſ. Tis truly ſo. | 
Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 


» Caf. Lo, where he comes! 


Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


— 


© Def. My dear Othello! 

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To ſee you here before me. O my ſoul's joy !' 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calmneſs, 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death | 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas. 

mpus high; and duck again as low 
2 — heaven! If 2 now to die, 


My 
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My ſoul hath her content fo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 

Bucceeds in unknown fate. 

Deſ. The heavens forbid 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould increaſe, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

Oth. Amen to that, ſweet pow'rs !— 

I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here; it is too much of joy: 
And this, and this, the greateſt diſcords be 
[ Kiſſing her. 
That e'er our hearts ſhall make! 
Iaro. O, you are well tun'd now ! 
But [I'll let down the pegs that make this muſic, 
As honeſt as I am. [ Afide, 
Oth. Come, let us to the caſtle. — 
News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are 
drown'd.— 
How do our old acquaintance of this ifle ?— 
Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus; 
I have found great love amongſt them. O my ſweet, 
I prattle out of faſhion. and I dote 
In mine own comforts.—I pr'ythee, good Iago, 
Go to the bay, and diſembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the maſter to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpe&t.—Come, Deſdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus 
[ Exeurt OTHELLO, DES DEMONA, and Attendants. 

Iago. Do thou meet me preſently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be'ſt valiant; as (they ſay) 
baſe men, being in love, have then a nobility in their 
natures more than is native to them—liſt me. The 
lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard : 
—Firſt, I muſt tell thee this—Deſdemona is Grectiy 
in love with him. 

Rod. With him ! why, *tis not poſſible. 

Tago, Lay thy finger—thus, and let thy ſoul be 
inſtructed. Mark me, with what violence ſhe firſt 
loy'd the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 

| D fantaſtical 
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fantaſtical lies: And will ſhe love him {till for prating? 
Let not thy diſcreet heart think it. Her eye muſt 
be fed; and what delight ſhall ſhe have to look 
on the devil? When the blood is made dull with the 
act of ſport, there ſhould be—again to inflame it, and 
to give ſatiety a freſh appetite—lovelineſs. in favour ; 
ſympathy in 22 manners, and beauties; all which 
the Moor is defective in: Now for want of theſe re- 
uired conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will find 
itſelf abuſed, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and 
abhor the Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in it, 
and compel her to ſome ſecond choice, Now, fr, this 
granted (as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd poſition), 
who ſtands ſo eminently in the degree of this fortune, 
as Caſho does? a knave, very voluble; no farther 
conſcionable, than in putting on the mere form of 
civil and humane ſeeming, for the better compaſling 
of his ſalt and moſt hidden looſe affection? Why, 
none; why, none : A ſlippery and ſubtile knave; a 
finder-out of occaſions ; that has an eye can ſtamp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
preſent itſelf; A deviliſh knave ! befides, the knave 
is handſome, young; and hath all thoſe requiſites in 
him, that folly and green minds look after: A peſtilent, 
complete knave; and the woman hath found him 
already. 
Rod. I cannot believe that in her; ſhe is full of 
moſt bleſs'd condition. | 
Jago. Bleſs'd fig's end! the wine ſhe drinks is made 
of grapes: if ſhe had been bleſs'd, the would never 
have lov'd the. Moor: Bleſs'd pudding! Didſt thou 
not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? didſt 
not mark that? | | 
Red. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courteſy. 
lago. Lechery, by this hand! an index and obſcure 
rologue to the hiſtory of luſt and foul thoughts. 
hey met ſo near with their lips, that their breaths 
embrac'd together. Villanous thoughts, Roderigo! 
when theſe mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the maſter and main exerciſe, the incorporate 
con- 
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3 Piſh I— But, fir, be you rul'd by me: 1 
ave brought you from Venice. Watch you to- night; 
for the command, I'II lay't upon you: Caffio knows 
you not I' not be far from you: Do you find ſome 
occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, 
or tainting his diſcipline; or from what other courſe 
you gents which the time ſhall more favourably 
miniſter, 

Rod. Well, | . 

Jago. Sir, he is raſh, and very ſudden in choler; 
and, haply, with his truncheon may ſtrike at you: 
Provoke him, that he may: for, even out of that, 
will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to mutiny ; whoſe qua- 
lification ſhall come into no true taſte again, but by 
the diſplanting of Caſſio. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 
N to your defires, by the means I ſhall then Ne 
to prefer them; and the impedimẽ t moſt profitꝗhly 
removed, without the which there ee expectation 
of our proſperity. | | 

Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any op- 
5 | 

Iago. I warrant thee, Meet me by and by at the 
citadel: I muſt fetch his neceſſaries athore. - Farewell, 

Rod. Adieu. Exit, 
lago. That Caſſio loves her, Ido well believe it; 
That ſhe loves him, *tis apt, and of great credit: 

The Moor—howbeit that I endure him not— 

Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona 
A moſt dear huſband. Now do love her too; 

Not out of abſolute luſt (though, peradyenture, 

I ſtand accountant for as great a fin), 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor | . 
Hath leap'd into my ſeat: the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing can or ſhall content my foul, 
Till I am even with him, wife for wife; 
Or, failing ſo, yet that I put the Moor 
At leaft into a jealouſy ſo ſtrong 
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That judgment cannot cure, Which thing to do 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom | traſh | 
For his quick hunting, ſand the putting on, 

Pl have our Michael Caſſio on the hip; 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb— 

For I fear Caſſio with my night-cap too; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
For making him egregioully an als, 

And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madneſs, Tis here, but yet confus'd ; 
Knavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us'd. [ Exit. 


— 


—— 
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SCENE II. A Street, 


Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 


Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant. 
general, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd, im- 
porting the mere perdition of the Turkiſh fleet, every 
man put himſelf into triumph; ſome to dance, ſome 
to make bonfires, each man to what ſport and revels 
his addiction leads him; for, beſides theſe beneficial 
news, it is the celebration of his nuptials : So much 
was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All offices are 
open; and there is full liberty of feaſting, from this 
preſent hour of five, *till the bell hath rold eleven. 
Heaven bleſs the iſle of Cyprus, and our noble gene- 
ral Othello ! 


— — 


SCENE III. The Cafth. 


Enter OTHELLO, DEsDEMONA, CAss 10, and Attendants. 


Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night: 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable top, 
Not to out-ſport diſcretion. 

Caf. Iago hath direction what to do; 

But, notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
Will 1 look to't. | 
Oth. Iago is moſt honeſt, 


Michael 
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Michael, good night: To-morrow, with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with . my dear love: 
The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue ; [ To Dzs. 
That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you,— 
Good night. [| Exeunt OTHELLO and DESDEMONA, 


Enter Taco, 


Caf. Welcome, Iago : We muſt to the watch, 

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; it is not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general caſt us thus early, for the love 
of his Deſdemona: whom let us not therefore blame; 
he hath not lg made wanton the night with her ; ang 
ſhe is ſport for Jove. ö 

Ca/. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Jago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Caf. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature, 

Jago. What an eye ſhe has] methioks, it ſounds a 
parley of provocation. | 

Ca/. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right 
modeſt, 
lago, And, when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to 

ove ? 

Caf. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Tago, Well, happinefs to their ſheets! Come, lieu- 
tenant, I have a ſtoop of wine; and here without are 
a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a 
meaſure to the health of the black Othello, 

Caſ. Not to-night, good lago; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking: I could well with 
courteſy would invent ſome other cuſtom of enter- 
tainment. | 

Jago. O, they are our friends; but one cup: Pl 
drink for you. 

Caſ. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what inno- 
vation it makes here: I am unfortunate in the infir- 
mity, and dare not taſk my weakneſs with any more. 

lago, What, man! tis a night of revels; the gal- 
lants deſire it. 


Caſ. Where are they? 
7 * D Tags, 
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Iago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in, 
Caſ. PI do't; but it diſlikes me. [ Exit CAss io. 
lago. If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence | 
As my young miſtreſs. dog, Now, my fick fool, 

Roderigo, 2 | | 
Whom love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide outward, 
To Deidemona hath to-night carouz'd 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he's to watch : 

'Three lads of Cyprus—noble W ſpirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 

The very elements of this warlike 1ſle— 

_ Have I to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, mongſt this flock of 
| drunkards, | | 

Am I to put our Caſſio in ſome action 

That may offend the iſle; — But here they come x 

It conſequence do but approve my dream, 

My boat fails freely,. both with wind and ſtream, 


Enter Cass10, MonTano, and Gentlemen, 


Caf. *Fore heaven, they have given me a rouſa 
already. ; 
Mou, Good faith, a little one; not paſt a pint, 
As I am a ſoldier. | 
Jago, Some wine, ho! [1aG0, ng; 


And let me the canakin clink, clint; 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A ſoldier's a man; | 

A life's but a ſpan.; 
Why then, let a ſoldier drink. 


Some wine, boys! 

Ca/. Fore heaven, an excellent fong. 

lago. I learn'd it in England, where, indeed, they 
are moſt potent in potting :. your Dane, your Ger- 


man, and your ſwag-beliied Hollander—brink, ho! 
—are nothing to your Engliſh. 
Caf, Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite in his drinking? 
f | ; | | Iago. 
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Lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 


Dane dead drunk; he ſweats not to overthrow your 
Almain ; he gives your Hollander a yomit, ere the 
next pottle can be fill'd. 
175 To the health of our general. 
ont, I am for it, lieutenant; and I'll do you juſtice, 
Jago. O ſweet England! 


* Stephen was a worthy peer, 

is breeches coſt him but a crown ; 
He held them fixpence all too dear, 

' With that he call d the taylor—lown. 


He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree: 
is pride that pulls the country down, 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee, 


Some wine, ho! | 

4 Why, this is a more exquiſite ſong than the 
ot er. 

lago. Will you hear it again? 

Caf. No; for 1 hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's above 
all ; and there be ſouls that muſt be ſaved, and there 
be ſouls muſt not be ſaved, 

Jago. It's true, good lieutenant. wo 

Caf. For mine own part no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality —I hope to be ſaved, 

Jago. And ſo do J, too, lieutenant. 

Caſ. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the 
lieutenant is to be ſaved before the ancient. Let's 
have no- more of this; let's to our affairs. Forgive 
us our fins Gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. 
Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk; this is m 
ancient this is my right hand, and this is my left 
hand: I am not drunk now; I can ſtaad well enough, 
and I ſpeak well enough. | 

All. Excellent well. | 

Caf Why, very well then: you muſt not think 


then that I am drunk. Exit. 
24 | Mant, 
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Mont. To the platform, maſters ; come, let's ſet the 
watch, | 

Iago. You ſee this fellow, that is gone before 
He is a ſoldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar | 
And give direction: and do but ſee his vice; 
*Tis to his virtue a juſt equinox, 
The one as long as the other; tis pity of him, 
I fear, the truſt Othello puts in him, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 


Will ſhake this land. 


Mont, But is he often thus? a 
Jago. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep: 
He'll watch the horologe a double ſet, 
If drink rock not his cradle, 
Mont. It were well, 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he ſees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Caſſio, 
And looks not on his evils. Is not this true ? 


Enter RODER1GO. 


Jago. How now, Roderigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. Exit Ron, 
Mont. And *tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his own ſecond, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
It were an honeſt action, to ſay ſo 
Unto the Moor. 
lago. Not |, for this fair iſland ; 
I do love Caſſio well; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But, hark! what noiſe ? 
2 [ Cry within—-Help! help! 


Re-enter CAss 10, driving in RODERIGO, 


Caf. You rogue! you raſcal ! 
ont. What's the matter, lieutenant ? 
Ca. A knave !——teach me my duty! 
PII beat the knave into a twiggen bottle, 
Rod, Beat me! 
1 Caf 
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Caſ. Doſt thou prate, rogue? | 
Mont. Nays good lieutenant ; [Staying him, 
] pray you, far, hold your hand. | 
Caf. Let me go, fir, 
Or Il knock you o'er the mazzard. 
pn? come, you're drunk. The 
Ca/. Drunk ! 45 ht, 
lage. Away, I ſay! go out, and cry—a 1 27 
IA to RopERiGo. 
[Exit RonkRIGO. 
Nay, E lieutenant——alas, gentlemen 
Help, ho |/——Lieutenant—fir—Montano—fir ;—— 
Help, maſters! Here's a goodly watch, indeed 
Who's that that rings the bell ?——Diablo, ho 
Bell rings. 
The town will riſe : Fie, fie, lieutenant ! hold; 
You will be ſham'd for ever. „ 


Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


Oth. What is the matter here ? 
Mont. I bleed till, I am hurt to the death ;—he dies. 
Oth. Hold, for your lives, | 
Iago. Hold, hold, lieutenant—fir—Montano—gen- 
tlemen | 
Have you forgot all ſenſe of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold ! the general ſpeaks to you; hold for 
ſhame ! | 
Oth, Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks ; and to ourſelves do that, * 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that ftirs next to carve forth his own rage, 
Holds his ſoul light; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the iſle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, maſters ? 
Honeſt Iago, that look'ſt dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, | charge thee, 
Jago. | do not know ;——friends all but now, even 
now, 
Ia quarter and in terms like bride and groom 
Diveſting 
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' Diveſting them for bed: and then, but no 
(As if ſome planet had unwitted men), 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breaſt, 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak | 
Any — to RO peeviſh odds; ; 
And *would in action glorious I had loft 
Theſe legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 

Qth. — comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot 3 
Caſ. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 

Oth, Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth | 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure ; What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me anſwer to it. 

Mont. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, Iago, can inform you | 
While I ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends 
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Of all that Ido know: nor know I aught, 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night ; 
Unleſs ſelf- charity be ſometime a vice; 
And to defend ourſelves it be a fin, 
When violence aſſails us, 

Oth. Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer oven to rule; 
And paſſion, | NEE my veſt judgment collied, : 
Aſſays to lead the way: if Ionceftir, 
Or 1 but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who ſet it on ? 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me What! in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brim- full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of ſafety ! 
*Tis monſtrous, Iago, who 1 ? 
Mont. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 


Thou 
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Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, \ 
Thou art no ſoldier, 

Iago. Touch me not ſo near: 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio; 
Yet, I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him.——Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myſelf being in ſpeech, | 
There cqmes a fellow, crying out for help . 
And Caſſio following him with determin'd 
To execute upon him : fir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and entreats his pauſe; 
Myſelf the crying fellow did purſue, 
Left, by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) 
The town might fall in fright : he, ſwift of foot, 
Out-ran my purpoſe; and I return'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, _ 
And Caſſio high in oath ; which, *till to-night, 
I ne'er might ſay before; When I came back 
(For this was brief), I found them cloſe together, 
At blow, and thruft ; even as again they were, 
When you yourſelf did part them. | 
More of this matter can J not report: 
But men are men; the beſt ſometimes forget: 
Though Cafſio did ſome little wrong to him 
As men in rage ftrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt— 
Yet, ſurely, Caflio, believe, receiv'd, 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which patience could not paſs. 

Oth. 1 know, lago, 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caffio :—Cafho, I love thee ; 


But neyer more be officer of mine. 
* 


ſword, 


Enter DEsDEMON A, attended. 


Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up; 
Fil make thee an example. 
De/. What is the matter, dear? 
Orth. All's well now, ſweeting : Come away to bed. 
bir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurgeon 2 
| ea 
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Lead him off. — [To MONTANO, who is led off. 

Iago, look with care about the town; 

And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 

Come, Deſdemona, *tis the ſoldier's life, 

To have their balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. 
IEE, &c. Manent LAGO, and Cas810, 

Jaga. What, are you hurt, heutenant ? 

Caf. Ay, paſt all ſurgery. 

Jago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Caſ. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I have 
loſt my reputation! T have loſt the immortal part, 
fir, of myſelf, and what remains is beſtial, —— My re- 
putation, e my reputation! 

Jago. As | am an honeſt man, I had thought you 
had receiv'd ſome bodily wound; there is more of- 
fence in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an 
idle and moſt falſe impoſition; oft got without merit, 
and loſt without deſerving: You have loſt no repu- 
tation at all, unleſs you repute yourſelf ſuch a loſer. 
What, man! there are ways to recover the general 
again: You are but now caſt in his mood, a puniſh- 
ment more in policy than in malice ; even ſo as one 
would beat his offenceleſs dog, to affright an imperi- 
ous hon : ſue tohim again, and he's yours, 

Caf. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to deceive 
ſo good a commander, with fo flight, ſo drunken, and fo 
indiſcreet an officer. Drunk ? and ſpeak parrot ? and 
ſquabble? and ſwagger? ſwear ? and Iifcourſe fuſe 
tion with one's own ſhadow ?-—O thou inviſible 
ſpirit of wine, if thou haſt no name to be known by, 
let us call thee devil! 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
ſword ?* what had he done to you? 

Caf. I know not. | 

Jago. Is it poffible ? 

Caf. 1 remember a maſs of things, but nothing di- 
ſtin 5 a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— O, that 
men ſhould put an enemy in their mouths, to ſteal 


away their brains! that we ſhould, with joy, revel, 
_ pleaſure, and applauſe, transform ourſelves into beaſts ! 
3 | lago. 
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lago. Why, but you are now well enough: How 
came you thus recover'd ? 

Ca. It hath pleas'd the devil, drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectneſs ſhews 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 

Jago. Come, you are too ſeyere a moraler : As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country 
ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befallen; 
but, fince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caſ. 1 will aſk him for my place again; he ſhall 
tell me, I am a drunkard! Had I as many mouths as 
Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be 
now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and preſently a 
beaſt! O ſtrange Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, 
and the ingredient is a devil. 

lago, Come, come, good wine is -a good familiar 
creature, if it be well uſed ; exclaim no more againſt 
it. * And, good lieutenant, I think, you think I love 

ou. 
_ Caſ. 1 have well approv'd it, ſir.—I drunk! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
ſome time, man. I tell you what you ſhall do. Our 
general's wife is now the peneral I may fay ſo in 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted and given up 
himſelf to the contemplation, mark, and denotement, 
of her parts and graces ;—confeſs yourſelf freely to 
her; importune her; ſhe'll help to put you in your 

lace again: ſhe is of ſo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo 
leſſed a diſpoſition, that ſhe holds it a vice in her 
goodneſs, not to do more than ſhe is requeſted : This 
roken joint, between you and her huſband, entreat 
her to ſplinter : and, my fortunes againſt any lay 
worth naming, this crack of your love ſhall grow 
ſtronger than 1t was before. | 

Caf. You adviſe me well. | 

ago. I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt 
kindneſs, 
* Caf. I think it freely; and betimes in the morning 
I will beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake 
for me: I am deſperate of my fortunes, if they check 
me here, 
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Igo. You are in the right. Good-night, licutes 
nant; I muſt to the watch, | 
_ Caf. Good-night, honeſt Iago. . CassI0, 

Jago. And what's he then, that ſays—1I play the vil- 


lain ? | 
When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Probable to thinking, and (indeed) the courſe 
Jo win the Moor again? For *tis moſt eaſy 
The inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt ſuit ; ſhe's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements: And then for her 
. To win the Moor—wer't to renounce his baptiſm, 
All ſeals andſymbols of redeemed fin— | 
His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe lift, 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the god 
With his weak function. How am I then a villain, 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, | 
Directly to his good? Divinity of hell! 
When devils will their blackeſt ſins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
As 1 do now : For, while this honeſt fool 
Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortunes, 
And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
P11 pour this peſtilence into his ear 
That ſhe repeals him for her body's luſt ; 
And, by how much ſhe ftrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 
And out of her own goodneſs make the net | 
That ſhall enmeſh them all,—How now, Roderigo? 


Enter RopERIGO. 5 


Rad. I do follow here in the chaſe, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money 
is almoſt ſpent; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgell'd; and, I think, the iſſue will be—I ſhall have 
ſo much experience for my pains : and ſo, with no mo- 
ney at all, and a little more wit, return to Venice, 


Jago. How poor are they, that have not patience !— 
| | What 
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What wound did ever heal, but by degrees? 

Thou know'ſt, we work by wit, and not by witcheraft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not 0 well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 


And thou, by that ſmall hurt, haſt caſhier'd Caſſio: 
Though other 12 grow fair againſt the ſun, 
Yet fruits, that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe : | 
Content thyſelf a while. —By the maſs, tis morning; 
Pleaſure, and action, make 44 hours ſeem ſhort.— 
Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 

Away, I ſay ; thou ſhalt know more hereafter 
Nay, get thee gone.— [Exit RopERrIGa, 
Two things are to be done— | 

My wife muſt move for Cafho to her miſtreſs ; 

I'll ſet heron; 

Myſelf, the while, will draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Caſſio find 
Soliciting his wife :—Ay, that's the way: 

Dull not device by coldneſs and delay. [ Exit. 


COLI mn mmm my mi 
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SCENE I. Before the Caſile. 
Enter Cas810, with Muficians. 


Caſſio. 
Masrzns, play here, I will content your pains, 
Something that's brief; and bid——Good-morrow, 
general Mufic plays; and enter Clown, 
Clown. Why, maſters, have your inſtruments been 
at Naples, that they ſpeak i' the noſe thus? 
Muſ. How, fir, how? | | 
Clown, Are theſe, I pray you, call'd wind inſtru- 
1 ments! | wth 
uſ. Ay, marry, are they, fir; 
. ©, ras. 3 tale. 
Auſ. Whereby hangs a tale, fir? 5 
Cleun. Marry, fir, by many a wind inſtrument that 
29 | | I know 
9 
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I know. But, maſters, here's money for you: and 
the general ſo likes your muſic, that he deſires you, 
of all loves, to make no more noiſe with it. 

 Muf. Well, fir, we will not. 

Clown, If you have any mufic that may not be 
heard, 'to't again: but, as they fay, to hear muſic, 
the general does not greatly care, 

Mi. We have none ſuch, fir. 

Clown, Then put up your'pipes in your bag, for 
Fll away. Go; vaniſh into air; 4 ; 

; [. xeunt Myuficians, 
Caf, Doſt thou hear, my honeſt friend? 
| Clawn. No, | hear not your honeſt friend; I hear you, 

Caſ. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a poor 
piece of gold for thee. If the gentlewoman that at- 
tends the generals wife, be ſtirring, tell her, there's 
one Caſſio entreats her a little favour of ſpeech : Wilt 
thou do this ? | 

Clown. She is ftirring, fir ; if ſhe will ſtir hither, 


I ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. Exit Clown. © 


Enter Taco, 


Caſ. Do, good my friend. In happy time, Iago. 
72. We been a- bed WW. ; : 
| Caf. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted, I have made bold, Iago, 
To ſend in for your wife: my ſuit to her 
Is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 
Iago. I'll ſend her to you preſently : 
And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more Fee. | 
c Gf I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. 


Enter FEMILIA, 


mil. Good-morrow, good lieutenant : I am ſorry 


For your diſpleaſure ; but all will ſoon be well, 
The general, and his wife, are talking of it; 
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And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly: The Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, 1s of great fame in Cyprus, | 
And great affinity ; and that, in wholſome wiſdom, 
He might not but refuſe you : but, he proteſts, he loves 

, + YOuUS | 
And needs no other ſuitor, but his likings, 
To take the ſafeſt occaſion by the front, 
To bring you in again. 
Caf. Yet, I beſeech youre 
| Ger think fit, or that it may be done 

ive me advantage of ſome brief diſcourſe 
With Deſdemona alone. | 

Emil. Pray you, come in; . 

I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your boſom freely, 
Caf. I am much bound to you. [Exeunt, 


. 
— 


SCENE II. 4 Room in the Cafth, 
Enter OTHELLO, TAGO, and Gentlemen, 
Oth. Theſe letters give; Tago, to the pilot; 
And, by him, do my duties to the ſtate: 
That done, 1 will be walking on the works, 
AT there to me. 5 | 
ago, Well, my good lord, Ill do't. | 
Oth. This fortification, gentlemen—ſhall we ſee't} 
Gent, We'll wait upon your lordſhip. [ Exennt. 


— 


SCENE HII. Another Room in the Caſtle... 


Enter DEsDEMONA, CAss To, and AEMILIA, 


| Def. Be thou aſſur'd, good Caſſio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
mil. Good madam, do; I know it grieves my huſ- 
band, | | 
As if the caſe were his, N 
Def. O, that's an honeſt fellow. Do not doubt, 
Caffio, | +: N 
But L will have my lord _ you again 
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As friendly as you were. 
Caſ. Bounteous madam, . 


\ 


Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 


He's never any thing but your true ſervant,  _ 
Def. O, fir, I thank you: You do love my lord; 
You have known him long: and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off 

Than in a politic diſtance, 
Caſ. Ay, but, lady, 


That policy may either laſt ſo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 


Or breed itſelf ſo out of circumſtance, 
That, I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 
My general will forget my love and ſervice. 

Dej. Do not doubt that; before Amilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place: aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a friendſhip, i'll perform it 
To the laſt article: my lord ſhall never reſt; 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience; 
His bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a ſhrift; 
Pl intermingle every thing he does 
With Cafſio's ſuit: Therefore, be merry, Caſſio; 
For thy ſolicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy cauſe away. 


Enter OTHELLO, and TAGO, at a diſtance. 


Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Ca/. Madam, [11 take my leave. | 

D e/. Why, ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 

Caf. Madam, not now; I am very il! at eaſe, 


— % 


Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 


De. Well, do your diſcretion. [ Exit CAss 10, 
lago. Ha! I like not that. 

Oth. What doſt thou ſay? _ GR 
ago. Nothing, my lord: or if—I know not what. 
Orth. Was not that Caffio, parted from my wife? 
Jago. Caſſio, my lord? No, ſure, I cannot think. it, 


That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 


Seeing you coming. 
th. I do believe *twas he. 


V9. 
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Deſ. How now, my lord? | 
I have been talking with a ſuitor here, 

A man that languithes in your diſpleaſure, 

Oth. What is't you mean? | 
Def. Why, your lieutenant Caſſio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace or power, to move you, 

His preſent reconciliation take; 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face: 

I pr'ythee, call him back. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Deſ. Ay, ſooth; ſo humbled, 

'That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him: Good love, call him back. 

Oth, Not now, ſweet Deſdemona ; ſome other time. 

Deſ. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? | 

Oth. The ſooner, ſweet, for you. 

Def. Shall't be to-night at ſupper? 

Oth, No, not to-night. 

Deſ. To-morrow dinner then? 

Oth, I ſhall not dine at home: 

I meet the captains at the citadel, | 

Deſ. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tueſday 

morn z | 0 | 
Or Tueſday noon, or night; or Wedneſday morn ;— 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not | 
Exceed three days: in faith he's penirent; 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon | 
Save that, they ſay, the wars muſt make examples 

ut of their beſt), is not almoſt a fault 
To incur a private check: When ſhall he come? 

Tell me, Othello, I wonder, in my ſoul, 
What you could aſk me, that I ſhould deny, 


Or ſtand ſo mammering on. What | Michael Caſſio, 


That came a wooing with you, and ſo many a time, 
When I ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly, 
Hath ta'en your part; to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in! Truſt me, I could do much 
Oth. Pr'ythee, no more: let him come when he will; 
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I will deny thee nothing, 

Def. Why, this 1s not a boon 3 

"Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your gloves, 

Or feed on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warm ; * 

Or ſue to you to do a peculiar profit. 

To your own perſon: Nay, when J have a ſuit, 

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It ſhall be full of poiſe and difficulty, 

And fearful to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing: 
Whereon ] do beſeech thee, grant me this 
To leave me but a little to myſelf. 
4 Shall I deny you? no: Farewell, my lord. 
Farewell, my Deſdemona: : will: come to thee 
ſtraight. 
Def. Emilia, come: Be it as yout fancies teach 
ou; 
Whate' RO you be, I am obedient. F Exit with Entre. 
Oth. Excellent wretch !- Perdition catch my ſoul, 

But I do love thee! and when J love thee not, 

Chaos is come again, 
| Jago. My noble lord | 
Oth. What doſt thou ay, Iago? 

Tago. Did Michael Caffio, when you woo'd my lady, 

Lon of your love? 

Orb. He did, from firft to laſt : Why doft thou aſk ? 

Jago. But for a ſatisfaction of my thought; | 
No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, Tago ? 

Tago. I did mot Gat he had aA acquainted with it, 

Oh, O, yes; and went between us very oft, 

Iago. Indeed 8 | 

Oth, Indeed] ay, indeed Diccern'ſt thou aught 

in that? 

Is he not honeft ? 

Jago. Honeſt, my lord K 

Oth. Honeſt | ay, honeſt! 

Jago. My lord, for aught I know; 
Oth. What doſt thou t link? 


logo, Think, my Jord 


Oth. 


—— — — 
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Oth. Think, my lord !—By heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were ſome monſter in his thought, 


Too hideous to be ſhewn,—Thou doſt mean ſome- 


| thing: | 
I heard thee ſay but now Thou lik'dſt not that, 
When Caſſio left my wife; what didſt not like? 
And, when I told er was of my counſel 
In my whole courſe of wooing, thou cry'dit, Indeed 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy thought. 
Jago. My lord, you know I love you. 
Oth. I think thou doſt ; 
And—for I know thou art full of love and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them 
| breath— 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more : 
For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom ; but, in a man that's juſt, 
They are cloſe delations, working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. | 
lago. For Michael Cafho— 
J dare be ſworn, I think that he is honeſt. 
Oth. I think ſo too. 
Jago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem ; 
Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none 
Oth, Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Lago. Why then, I think Caſſio's an honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this : | 
I pray thee, ſpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate ; and give thy worſt of thoughts 
The worſt of words. 
Jago. Good my lord, pardon me; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all ſlaves are free to. 


Utter my thoughts? Why ſay, they are vile and 4 


falſe 
As where's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breaſt ſo pure, 
E 3 | But 
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But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 

Keep leets, and law-days, and in ſeſſion ſit 

With meditations lawful ? i 
Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Iago, 

If thou but thinkſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his ear 

A ſtranger to thy thoughts. | 
Iago. I do beſeech you, = 

Thoygh I—perchance, am vicious in my gueſs | 

(As, I confeſs, it is my nature's plague - 

To ſpy into abuſes ; and, oft my jealouſy 

Shapes faults that are not), that your wiſdom yet, 

From one that ſo imperfectly conceits, | 

Would take no notice; nor build yourſelf a trouble 


Out of his ſcattering and unſure obſervance : 


It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honeſty, or wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth, What doſt thou mean? 
Jago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my 
lord, 
Ts the immediate jewel of their ſouls : 
Who fteals my purſe, ſteals traſh ; *tis ſomething, 
nothing > 
*Twas mine, tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands: 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes ine poor indeed. 
Oth. By heaven, I'll know thy thought. 
Jago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt *tis in my cuſtody. 
Oth, Ha! | 
Jago. O, beware, my lord, of jealouſy ; 
It is the e fp monſter, with doth mock 
The meat it feeds on: That cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves 
Oth. O miſery | | | | 
Iago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches, fineneſs, is as poor as winter, * 
g | 0 
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To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor: 
Good heaven, the ſouls of all my tribe defend * 
From jealouſy | | 

Oth. Why? why is this? | 
Think'f thou, I'd make a life of jealouſy, 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is—once to be reſoly'd ; Exchange me for a goat, 
When I ſhall turn the buſineſs of my foul | 
To ſuch exſuffolate and blown ſurmiſes, 
Matching thy inference, *Tis not to make me jealous, 
To ſay—my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, fings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, thete are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 

he ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt; 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me: No, Iago ; 
Tl ſee, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this 
Away at once with love, or jealouſy. 

Iago. I am glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To jhew the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker ſpirit : therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me:! ſpeak not yet of proof, 
Look to your wife: obſerve her well with Caffio; 
Wear your eye—thus, not jealous, nor ſecure : 

FE would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of ſelf-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't ; 

I know our __ diſpoſition well ; 

In Venice they do let heaven ſee the pranks 

They dare not ſhew their huſbands; their beſt con- 
ſcience 

Is - not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? 

Iago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And, when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. 

Oth. And ſo ſhe did. 
lago. Why, go to, then; 

She that, ſo young, could give out ſuck a ſeeming, 
k 4 Te 
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To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak 
He thought twas witchcraft ;!--But I am much to 
blame; | 1 
J humbly do beſeech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. I am bound to thee for ever. 
lago. I ſee, this hath a little daſh'd your ſpirits, 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Tags, Truſt me, I fear it has. 
T hope you will confider what is ſpoke | 
Comes from my love: But, I do ſee, you are moy'd;—. 
I am to 12 Jou, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to ſuſpicion, | 
Oth. I will not, | N 
Jago. Should you do ſo, my lord, 5 
My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs 
As my thoughts aim not at. Caſſio's my worthy 
friend :— 
My lord, I ſee you are mov'd, 
Oth. No, not much mov'd ;— _ 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt, 
Jago. Long live ſhe ſo! and long live you to think ſo! 
Oth. And yet, how nature, erring from itſelf— 
Iago. Ay, there's the point: As—to be bold with 
8 8 
Not to affect many propoſed matches, | 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree 
Whereto, we ſee, in all things nature tends : 
Foh ! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportion, thoughts unnatural. 
But pardon me; I do not, in poſition, - 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her: though I may fear, 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And (happily) repent. 
Otb. Farewell, farewell: 1 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more; 
det on thy wife to obſerve: Leave me, Iago. 
lage. My lord, I take my leave. (Going. 
| | 45. 


Oth. Why did I marry ?—This honeft creature, 
doubtleſs, ' | | 
Bees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.. 
Iago. My lord—I would I might entreat your ho- 
nour, _ | 
To ſcan this thing no further; leave it to time x 
And though it be fit that Caſſio have his place 
4 or, ſure, he fills it up with great ability), 
et, if you pleaſe to hold him off a while, 
You mall by that perceive him and his means: 
Note, if your lady ſtrain his entertainment 
With any ſtrong or vehement importunity; 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be — 1 too buſy in my fears 
(As worthy cauſe I have, to fear — l am), 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your honour, 
Oth, Fear not my government. 
Jago. I once more take my leave. [ Exit. 
Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned ſpirit, 
Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ftrings, 
Fd whiſtle her off. and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortune, Haply, for I am black; 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 
That chamberers have: or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ;—yet that's not much; 
She's gone; I am abus'd; and my relief 
Muſt be—to loath her. O curſe of marriage, 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I loye, 
For others uſes.. Yet, tis the plague of great ones; 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the baſe : 
.*Tis deſtiny unſhunnable, like death; 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken, Deſdemona comes: 


Enter 
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Enter DEsDEMONA, and EMILIA. 


Tf ſhe be falſe, O, then heaven mocks itſelf !. 
T'ill not believe it. | 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſence. 
Oth, I am to blame. | 
Def, Why is your ſpeech ſo faint? are you not well 5 
Oth. J have a pain upon my forehead here. 
Deſ. Why, that's with watching; *twill away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Oth. Your napkin is too little ; 
| [ She drops her handkerchief, 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 
Def. 1 am very ſorry that you are not well, 
| [Exeunt DESDEMONA and OTHELLO, 
Emil. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor: 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſteal it; but ſhe ſo loves the token 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it), 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kits and talk to. I'Il have the work ta'en out, 
And give it lago: ; | 
What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I; 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſy, 


Enter Taco. 


Iago. How now | what do you here alone? 

Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

Lago. Neben have a thing for me ?—it is a common 

thing gs 

Emil. Ha 

Iago. To have a fooliſh wife. 

Emil. O, is that all? What will you give me now 
For that ſame handkerchief ? . 

Jags, What handkerchief ? 
| mil. 
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mil. What handkerchief ? 

Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona ; 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 

Jago. Haſt ſtolen it from her? 

A mil, No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took it up. 
Look, here it is. 

lago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Anil. What will you do with it, that you have 
been ſo earneſt / 
To have me filch it? 

Iago. Why, what is that to you? [ Snatching it. 

mil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Give it me again: Poor lady ſhe'll run mad 


When ſhe ſhall lack it. 
Tago. Be not you knowo on't ; I have uſe for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit EMILIA, 


I will in Caffio's lodging loſe this napkin, 

And let him find it: Trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong 125 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my poiſon:— | 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poiſons, ' 
Which, at the firſt, are ſcarce found to diſtaſte ;_ 
But, with a little a& upon the blood, 

Burn like the mines of ſulphur, —I did fay fo :— 


Enter OTHELLO, 


Look, where he comes]! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy ſyrups of the world, 
Shall ever med' cine thee to that fweet ſleep 
Which thou ow'dſt yeſterday. 
Oth. Ha! ha! falſe tome? to me? 
Jago. Why, how now, general? no more of that. 
Oth. Avaunt ! be gone | thou haſt ſet me on the 
| rack : | 
I ſwear, tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know't a little. 
lego. How now, my lord? 


Oth, 
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Oth. What ſenſe had I of her ſtolen hours of luſt? 
I ſaw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: ; 
I flept the next night well, was free and merry; 

J found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips: | 
He that is robb'd, nat wanting what is ſtolen, 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all, 

lago. I am ſorry to hear this. 5 

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her tweet body, 

So I had nothing known: O now, for ever, 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 
Farewell the neighing ſteed, and the thrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ear- piercing fife, 
The royal banner; and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
And, O, ye mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
The immortal Joye's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell | Othello's occupation's gone 

Iago. Is it poſſible? My lord 

Cth. Villain, be ſure you prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it; give me the ocular proof; 

0 Catching hold on him, 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal ſoul, 
Thou hadſt been better have been born a dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath, 
Lago. Is it come to this? 

Oth. Make me to ſee it; or, (at the leaſt) ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, | 
To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life | 

Jago. My noble lord | 

Oth. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more: abandon all remorſe ; 
On horror's head, horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd ; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. | 

Jago. O grace] O heaven defend me 


Are 


So 


Are you a man? have you a ſoul, or ſenſe ?- 
God be wi' you; take mine office —O wretched fool, 
That liv'ſt to make thine honeſty a vice 
O monſtrous world | Take note, take note, O world ! 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe, 
I thank you for this profit; and, from hence, 
III love no friend, fith love breeds ſuch offence, 
Oth, MM ſtay :—Thou ſhouldſt be honeſt. 
Iago. I ſhould be wiſe j for honeſty's a fool, 
And loſes that it works for, a : 
Oth, By the world, 
I think my wife be honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
I 11 have ſome proof: Her name, that was as freſh' 
As Dian's viſſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face.—If there be cords, or knives, 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
P11 not endure it. Would I were fatisfied ! 
Iago. I ſee, fir, you are eaten up with paſſion ; 
I do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be ſatisfied— 
Oth, Would? nay, I will. | 
Iago. And may; Por, how ? how fatisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the ſuperviſor, groſsly gape on? 
Behold her tupp'd ? 
Oth. Death and damnation ! O! 
Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring 'em to tIfat proſpect: damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter, 
More than their own ! What then? how then? 
What ſhall 1 ſay ? Where's ſatisfaction? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As falt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 
If imputation, and ſtrong circumſtances —— 
Which lead dire&ly to the door of truth—— 
Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have it. 
Oth. Give me a living reaſon that ſhe's diſloyal. 


Lago. I do not like the office: 52-8 
But, 


z$ OTHELLO. 


But, fith I am enter'd in this cauſe fo far 
PricK*d to it by fooliſh honeſty, and love 
Iwill go on. U lay with Cafho lately; | 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

] could not ſleep. 

There are a kind of men ſo looſe of ſoul, 
That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Caſſio: 

In ſleep I heard him 1 Deſdemona ! 


Let us be wary, let us hide our loves! 


And then, fir, would he gripe, and wring my handy 


Cry fweet. ereature ! and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kiſſes by the roots, 

That grew upon my lips : then lay his le 
Over my thigh, and ſigh, and kiſs ; and then 
Cry—Curſed fate, that gave thee to the Moor ! 

Otb. O monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 

Jago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth. But this denoted a foregone concluſion ; 
*Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a dream, 

Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

D©th. I'll tear her all to pieces. 

Tago,, Nay, but be wiſe : yet we ſec nothing done 
She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with ftrawberries, in your wife's hand? 

Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my firſt gift. 

Lago. 1 know not that: but ſuch a handkerchief 

am ſure, it was your wife's), did I to-day 
ce Caffio wipe his beard with. 

Oth, If it be that 

Jago. If it be that, or any, if *twas hers, 

It ſpeaks againſt her, wirh the other proofs. | 

Oth, O, that the flave had forty thouſand lives 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge 
Now do I ſee tis true, —Look here, Iago ; 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 
*T is gone, — 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell 


Yield 


— 
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Yield-up, O love! thy crown, and hearted throne, + 
To tyrannous hate | iwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 
For tis of aſpicks' tongues | 

lago. Pray, be content, 

Oth. O, blood, lago, blood 

Jago. Patience, I ſay; your mind, perhaps, may 

change. 

Oth, Never, Iago : [Like to the Pontic ſea, 
Whoſe = current and compulfive courſe 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic, and the Helleſpont ; 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
"Till that a capable and wide revenge | 
Swallow them up.— Now, by yond* marble heay'n] 


In the due reverence of a ſacred yow [ He kneels. 
I here engage my words, 
lago. Do not riſe yet—— [IAO knees. 


Witneſs, you ever-burning lights above 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witneſs, that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice! let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, | 
What bloody work ſoe ver. 
Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : 
Within thefe three days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſio's not alive. 
lago, My friend is dead; *tis done, at your requeſt: 
But let her live. | 
Oth. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
Jago. I am your own for ever. [ Exeunt., 


SCENE. 
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SCENE IV. Anither Apartnient in the Caſtle, 


Enter DzsDEMONA, EMIL IA, and Clown. 
Deſ. Do you know, ſirrah, where lieutenant Caſſio 


hes? 

Clown. I dare not fay, he lies any where. 
De/. Why, man? 
Clown. He is à foldier; and for me to i a ſoldier 
Hes, is ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Go to; Where lodges he? 

Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell You 
where Ilie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clown, I know not where he lodges; and for me to 
deviſe a lodging, and ſay—he lies here, or he lies 
there, were to lie in mine own throat. 


. Can you inquire him out? and be edify*d by 


_ I will catechize the world for him; that is, 
make queſtions, and make them anſwer. 

Def. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him, I 
have mov'd my lord in his behalf, and hope, all will 
be well. 

Clown. To do this, is within the compaſs of man) 3 
wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. 

Exit, 
1 Def. Where ſhould I loſe that handkerchief, ÆEmi- 
a ? 
Emil. I know not, madam. | 
Deſ. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of cruzadoes: And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſcnefs 
As jealons creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous? 

De. Who, he? I think the ſan; whales” he was born, 
Drew all ſuch bumours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Def. I will not leave him now, till Caſfio be 
Call'd to him, —How is it with you, my lord? 

| ZN Enten 
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Enter OrRELTO. 


Oth. Well, my good lady: Aide.] Oh, hardneſs 
to diflemble |— e 
How do you, Deſdemona? 
Def. Well, my good lord, 
Oth. Re wg me your hand: This hand is moiſt, my 
ady. | 
Def. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow, 
Oth. This argues fruitfuloeſs, and liberal heart; 
Hot, hot, and moiſt: This hand of your's requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty, fafling and prayer, 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout ; 
For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
Def. You may, indeed, ſay ſo; 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oth, A liberal hand: The hearts, of old, gave hands; 
But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts, 
. Def. LI ſpeak of this. Come now, your pro- 
miſe. 
Oth. What pziiſe, chuck? 
Def. J have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you. 
Oth. I have a falt and ſullen rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 
De/. Here, my lord. 
Oth. That which I gave you, 
Def. | have it not =_ me. 
Oth. Not? | 
Def. No, indeed, my lord. rt 
Oth. That is a fault: That handkerchief 
Did an Ægyptian to my mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read 


The thoughts of people: ſhe told her, while ſhe kept it, 


*I would make her amiable, and ſubdue my father 
Entirely to her love; but, if ſhe loſt it, 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathly, and his ſpirits ſhould hunt 


After new fancies ; She, dyin ave it me; 
| , 1 BY 8 ; 4 
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And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did ſo: and take heed on't, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye; 
To loſe't, or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. 
Def. Is it poſſible? 
5. Tis true; there's magic in the web of it: 
A Sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The ſun to courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her prophetic fury ſew'd the work : | 
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the filk ; 
- And it was dy'd in mummy, which the ſkilful 
Conſerv'd of maidens' hearts, . 
De /. Indeed! is it true? 
Orth. Moſt veritable: therefore look to it well. 
Def. Then would to heaven that I had never ſeen it! 
Oth. Ha | wherefore ? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak fo ſtartingly and raſh ? 
Oth. Is it loſt? is it gone? ſpeak ! is it out of the 
way ? | 
De. e bleſs us 
Oth. Say you? ; | 
Def. It is not loſt ; But what an if it were? 
Oth. Ha 
De /. 1 ſay, it is not loſt. 
Oth. Fetch it, let me ſee it. 
De/. Why, ſo I can, fir, but I will not now: 
T bis is a trick to put me from my ſuit— 
E pray, let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief; my mind miſgivee, 
De /. Come, come; | 
You'll never meet a more ſufficient man. 
Oth. The handkerchiet— 
Def. I Pray talk me of Caſſio. 
Oth. The handkerhief— 
Def. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shar'd dangers with you— 
Oth. The handkerchief— 


De. In ſooth, you are to blame. 5 
Def. 7 | Ob. 
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Oh. Away 
Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Deſ. I ne'er ſaw this before. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this handkerchief : 
I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. | 
Emil. Tis not a year or two ſhews us a man: 
They are all but ſtomachs, and we all but food : 
T hey eat us hungrily, and, when they are full, 
They belch us. Look you! Caſſio, and my huſband, 


Enter IAG, and Cass10. 


Iago. There is no other way; 'tis ſhe muſt do't ;” 
And, lo, the happineſs | go, and importune her. 
Def, How now, good Caffio, what's the news with you? 
Caſ. Madam, my former ſuit : I do beſeech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love; 
Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Entirely honour ; I would not be delay'd: 
If my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That neither ſervice paſt, nor preſent ſorrows, 
Nor parpas d merit in futurity, 
Can ranſoin me into his love again, 
But to know ſo muſt be my benefit; 
So ſhall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut myſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To fortune's alms. 
Def. Alas | thrice gentle Caſſio, 
My adyocation is not now in tune : 
My lord is not my lord ; nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in fayour, as in humour, alter'd, 
So help me every ſpirit ſanctifiedl, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt ; | 
And ſtood within the blank of his diſpleaſure, 
For my free ſpeech ! You muſt a while be patient: 
What I can do, Iwill; and more will, 
Than for myſelf I dare; let that ſuffice you, 
p Is my lord angry? 
mil, He went hence but now, - 


[Exit OTHELL0, 


And certainly, in ftrange u 


Jago, Can he be angry? 


T 


uietneſs. 
have ſeen the cannon, 


When 
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When it hath blown his ranks into the air ; 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 

PufPd his own brother: - And can he be angry? 
Something of moment, then: I will go meet him 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry, [ Exit. 

Def. I pr'ythee, do IE ſure, of ſtate— 
Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus to him 
Hath puddled his clear ſpirit ; and, in ſuch caſes, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though great ones are their object. 

Tis even fo ; for let our finger ache, 

And it endues our other healthful members 

Even to that ſenſe of pain, Nay, we muſt think 

Men are not gods ; 

Nor of them look for ſuch obſervances | 

As fits the bridal. —Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 

I was (unhandſome warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his unkindneſs with my ſoul ; 

But now, 1 find, I had ſuborn'd the witneſs, 

And he's indited falſely. 

Emil. Pray heaven, it be ſtate matters, as you 

think ; | | | | 

And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 

Concerning you. | 

De/. Alas the day ! I never gave him cauſe. 

Amil. But jealous fouls will not be anſwer'd ſo: 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe, : 
But jealous for they are jealous : *tis a monſter, 

Begot upon itſelf, born on itſelf. 
Def. Heaven keep that monſter from Othello's mind! 

Emil. Lady, amen! 

De /. 1 will go ſeek him.,—Caffio, walk hereabout ; 
If I do find him fit, Pll move your ſuit, 

And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. 
Caſ. I humbly thank your ladyſhip. 
| | Exeunt DESDEMONA, and ALMILIA- 


Enter BIANCA. 


Bian. Save you, friend Caſſio 
Ea/. What makes you from home ? 


How 
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How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca ? 

Indeed, ſweet love, I was coming to your houſe, 
Bian, And I was going to your lobving. Caſſio. 
What! keep a week away? ſeven days and nights ? 
Eightſcore eight hours? and lovers” abſent hours, 

More tedious than the dial eightſcore times? 
O weary reckonins | | | 
Caf. Parden . 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been preſs'd : 
But I ſhall, in a more continuate time, 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 
[ Giving her DEsDEMONA's handle chief. 
Take me this work out. | 
Bian. O Caſſio, whence came this? | 
This is ſome token from a newer friend, 
To the felt abſence now I feel a cauſe : 
Is it come to this? Well, well. 5 
Caſ. Go to, woman | 
Throw 2 vile gueſſes in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. Lou are jealous gow, 
That this is from ſome miſtreſs, ſome remembrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca, | 
Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 
Caf. I know not, fweet : I found it in my chamber, 
I ike the work well; ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will), Pd have it copy'd: 
ake it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 
Caf. I do attend here on the general 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh, 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 
Bian, Why, I pray you? N 
Caſ. Not, that I love you not, 
Bian. But that you do not love me. 
4 pray you bring me on the way a little; 
And ſay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night ? 
| wy Tis but a little way, that [ can bring you, 
For I attend here: but I'll ſee you ſoon. Ee 
Bian. Tis very good; I mutt be circumſtanc'd. 
| | | Exexnt. 
F 3 ACT 
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SCENE I. An Apartment in the Caſile, 
Enter OTHELLO, and IAdo. 


Iago. 


Wirt you think ſo? 
Oth. Think fo, Iago ? 
Jago. What, 
To kiſs in private? 
Oth. An unauthorized kiſs, 
Iago. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm? 
Oth. Naked abed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocriſy againſt the devil: 
They that mean virtuoufly, and = do ſo, 
The devil their varrue tempts, and they tempt heaven, 
lago. So they do nothing, tis a venial ſſip: 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief 
Oth. What then ? 
Jago. Why, then *tis her's, my lord: and m ber 
She may, I think, beftow't on any man. 
Oth. She 1s proteQreſs of her honour | too; 
May ſhe give that ? | 
Jago. Her honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen; 
They have 1t very oft, that have 1t not : 
But, for the handkerchief. 
Oth. By heaven, 1 would moſt gladly have forgot 
it : 
Thou ſaid'ſt O, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er the infected houſe, 
Boding to all—he had my handkerchief. 
Jago. Ay, what of that? 
Oth. That's not fo good now. 
Jago. What if I had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you 
wrong ? 
Or heard him ſay—As knaves be fark abroad, 
Who having, by their own 1mportunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome miſtreſs, 


Convinc'd 
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Convinc'd or ſupplied them, cannot chooſe 
But they muſt blab, 
Oth. Hath he ſaid any thing? - 
Iago. He hath, my lord; but, be you well aſſur'd, 
No more than he'll unſwear. | 
Oth. What hath he ſaid ? 
Jago. Why, that he did—I know not what he did. 
Oth. What? what? | 
Lago. Lie—— 
Oth, With her ? 
Jago. With her, on her; what you will. | 
Oth, Lie with her! lie on her We ſay lie on 
her, when they belie her: Lie with her! that's ful- 
ſome. Handkerchief —confefhons—handkerchief !— 
To confeſs, and be hang'd for his labour. Firſt, to be 
hang'd, and then—to confeſs ;—1 tremble at it.—Na- 
ture would not inveſt herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing paſ- 


ſion, without ſome inſtruction. It is not words, that 


ſhake me thus :—Piſh !—Noes, ears, and lips :—Is it 
poſhble ?—Confeſs ?—Handkerchief!—O devil !- 
[ Falls in à trance. 


Iago. Work on, = 
My medicine, work Thus eredulous fools are caught; 
And many worthy and chaſte dames, evea thus, 
All guiltleſs meet reproach.—What, ho ! 2 al 


My lord, I fay ! Othello How now, Caſſio? 


Enter Cass10, 


Caſ. What's the matter? 
Jago. My lord is fallen into an epilepſy ; 
This is his ſecond fit; he had one yeſterday, 7 
Ca/. Rub him about the temples, 
Iago, No, forbear: | 
The lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe: 
If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs. Look, he ſtirs: 
Do you withdraw yourſelf a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight z when he is gone, 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you— 
Exit CAss 10. 


How is it, general? have you not hurt your head ? 
F 4 Oth, 
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Oth. Doft thou mock me? 
Lago. I mock you! no, by heaven! 
Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man. 
Oth. 'A horned man's a monſter, and a beaſt. 
Jago. There's many a beaſt then in a populous city, 
And many a civil monſter, 
Oth. Did he confeſs it ? 
lago. Good fir, be a man; 
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd, 
May draw with you: there's millions now alive, 
That nightly lie in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar : your: caſe 1s better, 
O, *tis the ſpight of hell, the fiend's arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a ſecure couch, 
And t& ſuppoſe her chaſte ! No, let me know: 
And, knowing what I N I know what ſhe ſhall be, 
0th, O, thou art wiſe | *tis certain, : 
1 5 Stand you a while apart; 
ne yourſelf but in a patient lift. 
Whit you were. here, ere while, mad with your grief 
A paſhon moſt. unſuiting ſuch a man), 
aſſio came hither : 1 ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſe upon Four ecſtaſy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
To which he promiſed. Do but encave yourſelf, 
And mark the Heers, the gibes, and-notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew— 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
_ He hath, and is again to cope your wife: 
I fay, but mark his geſture. Marry, patience z 
Or 1 ſhall ſay, you are all } inall in Pen, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Doft thou hear, Tago ? 
[ will be found moſt cunning in my patience z 3 
ut (doft thou hear ?) moſt bloody. | 
Jago. That's not amiſs—— 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 
[ OTHELLO withdraws, 


Now will I queſtion Caffio of Bianca, 


A houſe- 
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A houſewife, that, by ſelling her deſires, 

Buys herſelf bread and clothes: it is a creature 
That dotes on Catho—as tis the ſtrumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 

From the exceſs of laughter. Here he comes: 


Enter Cass10. 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad ; 
And his unbaokiſh jealouſy muſt conſtrue 
Poor Caſſio's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, 
uite in the wrong.—How do you now, lieutenant ? 
Caſ. The worler, that you give me the addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me. | | 
Jago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't. 
Now, if this ſuit lay in Bianca's power, [ Speaking lower. 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed? — | | 
Caf. Alas, poor caitiff 
Oth. Look, how he laughs already ! [ 4/ides 
Iago. I never knew a woman love man ſo, | 
af. Alas, poor rogue! I think; indeed ſhe loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 
3 [Alide. 
Jago. Do you hear, Caſſio? | 
Oth. Now he importunes him ' 
To tell it o'er ; Go to; well ſaid,” well ſaid. ¶ Aldi. 
Jago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her: 
Do you intend it ? IG | | 
Caſ. Ha, ha, ha 
Oth. Do you triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 
| | | Aide. 
Caſ. I marry her — what? a cuſtomer ! I = 
bear ſome charity to my wit; do not think it ſo un- 
wholeſome, Ha, ha, ha | f ritt 
Otb. So, fo, ſo; ſo! They laugh, that win. [ A/ide, 
Jago. Why, the cry goes that you ſhall marry her, 
Caf. Pr'ythee, ſay true. 
Jago. I am a very villain elſe. * HOW d 
Oth. Have you ſcor'd me? Well. [ Afide. 
g 28:14 | Caf. 
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Caf. This is the monkey's own giving out: ſhe is 
_ perſuaded 1 will marry her, out of her own love and 
fattery, not out of my promiſe. bo 
Otb. Iago beckons me; now he begins the ſtory. . 
| [ A/ide, 
Caf. She was here even now; the haunts me in ever 
place. I was, the other day, talking on the . 
with certain Venetians; and thither comes the bauble; 
by this hand, :ſhe falls thus about my neck | 
Oth. Crying, O dear Caflio! as it were: his 1 
ture imports it. | | [Alide. 
Ca. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; ſo 
hales, and pulls me: ha, ha, ha! 
Oth. Now he tells, how ſhe pluck'd him to my 
chamber: O, I ſee that noſe of yours, but not that 
dog I ſhall throw it to. 115 Aide. 
Ca. Well, I muſt leave her company. 
Jago. Before me! look, where ſhe comes. 


- 


Enter BIANcA. 


Caf. *Tis ſuch another fitchew | marry, a per- 
fam'd one. What do you mean by thus haunting 
of me ? 

Bian, Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What 
did you mean by that ſame handkerchief you gave me 
even now? I was a fine fool to take it. I muſt take 
out the whole work. —A likely piece of work, that 
vou ſhould find it in your chamber, and not know 
who left it there ! This is ſome minx's token, and I 
muſt take out the work? There——giye it your 
hobby-horſe : whereſoever you had it, Ill take out no 
Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca? how now? how 
now? ; 
Oth. By heaven that ſhould be my handkerchief! 

» | | .| Aide. 

Bian. An you'll come to ſupper to-night, you may: 

an you will not, come.when you are next prepar'd for. 


[Exits 


Jago. After her, after her. 


Caf. 


* 
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Caſ. J muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreet elſe. | 
Lago. Will _=_ ſup there? 


Caf. Yes, I intend ſo, ati 
Jago. Well, J may chance to fee you; for 1 
reg fain ſpeak with you. 5 . 
af. Pr'ythee, come: Will you? 
Lago. Go to; ſay no more. [Exit CAsst0. 


Oth. How ſhall I murder him, Iago ? 


Lago. Did you perceive how he/laugh'd at his vice? 


Oth. O, Iago! (l- 

Jago. And did you ſee the handkerchief ? 
Oth. Was that mine? | | 
Lago. Yours, by this hand; and to ſee how he 
prizes the fooliſh woman your wife ! ſhe gave it him, 
and he hath given it his whore. he 

Oth, I would have him nine years a killing 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a ſweet woman! 

Jago. Nay, you muſt forget that. | 
Otb. Ay, let her rot, and periſh, and be damn'd 
to-night; for ſhe ſhall not live: No, my heart is 
turn'd to ſtone; I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. 
O, the world hath not a ſweeter creature ; ſhe might 
lie by an emperor's fide, and command him taſks. * 

{ago. Nay, that's not your way. 


Oth. Hang her! I do but ſay what ſhe is :——$0 


delicate with her needle An admirable mufician ! 
O, ſhe will ſing the ſavageneſs out of a bear !—Of fo 
high and plenteous wit and invention 
Iago. She's the worſe for all this. 


Oth. O, a thouſand, a thouſand times: — And then, 


of ſo gentle a condition | 
lage. Ay, too gentle, | 
Oth. Nay, that's certain: but yet the pity of it, 
lago | 0, lago, the pity of it, lago 
Jago, If -_ are ſo fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes 
near nobody. | 
Otb. IL will chop her into meſſes: Cuckold me 
Jago. O, *tis foul in her. 


Oth. With mine officer 
* 2 Jags. 
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Jago. That's fouler. B 
Otb. Get me ſome poiſon, Iago; this night: —I'Il 
not expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and beauty 
unprovide my mind again: — this night, Iago. 
Jago. Do it not with poiſon; ſtrangle her in her 
bed, even the bed ſhe hath contaminated, | 
| oO Good, good] the juſtice of it pleaſes ; very 
bores | e | 
: Jago. And, for Caffio—let me be his undertaker : 
You ſhall hear more by midnight. [ Atrumpet within. 
Oth. Excellent good. What trumpet is that ſame ? 
{ago. Something from Venice, ſure. *Tis Lodovico, 
Come from the duke: and, ſee your wife is with him. 


Enter Lopovico, DE8DEMONA, and Attendants, 


Tod. Save you, worthy general | | 

Oth. With all my heart, fir. ' 1188 

Led. T he duke and ſenators of Venice greet you. 
DR ad 50 | [Gives him a letter. 
-- Oth. I kiſs the inftrument of their pleaſures. 

Def. And what's the news, good coufin Lodovico ? 
Lago. I am very glad to ſee you, ſignior: 
Welcome to Cyprus. Va 

Led. I thank you, How does lieutenant Caſſio? 
Jago. Lives, ſir. ' | 

Def. Couſin, there's fallen between. him and my 

lord e | | 

An unkind-breach : but you ſhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you ſure of that? | | 
* De/. My lord | | | 

Oth, This fail you net to do, as you Will——— 
| [ Reads. 
Tad. He did not call; he's buſy in the paper. 
Is there divifion *twixt thy lord and Caffio ? 
De. A moſt unhappy one: I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Caſſio. 

Oth. Fire and brimſtone ! 

Def. My lord! 

Oth. Are you wile ? 7 

Def. What, is he angry? 
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Lod. May be, the letter mov'd him; 
For, as I think, ny do command him home 
Deputing Caſſio in his government. | 

Def. By my troth, 1 am glad on't. 

Oth. Indeed rs. 

Deſ. My lord! A 

Otb. I am glad to ſee you mad. | 

Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello? 

Oth. Devil! | [ Striking her, 

Def. T have not deſery'd this. : 

Led. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſwear I faw it: *Tis very much; 
Make her amends—ſhe weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with women's tears, 
Each drop ſhe falls would prove a crocodile ;—— 
Out of my ſight ! | 

Def. J will not ſtay, to offend you. [ Going. 

Lod. Truly an obedient lady 
I do beſeech your lordſhip, call her back. 

Oth. Miſtreſs 

De}. My lord? 

Oth. What would you with her, fir ? 

Lad. Who, I, my lord? e =o 

Oth, Ay; you did with, that F would make her turn: 
Sir, ſhe can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again; and ſhe can weep, fir, weep; 
And ſhe's ovedient, as you ſay - obedient —— 
Very obedient :——Proceed you in your tears. 
Concerning this, fir——O well-painted paſſion 
I am commanded home. ——Get you away; | 
I'll ſend for you anon.——sSir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Venice, — Hence, avaunt |— 
| Exit DESDEMONA. 
Caſſio ſhall have my place. And—ſir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may ſap together. 
You are welcome, fir, to 8 and mon- 
keys! | [ Exit. 

Led. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full ſenate 

Call—all-in-all ſufficient * This the noble nature ll 
a Whom 1 
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Whom paſſion could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid virtue 
The ſhot of accident,. nor dart of chance; 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Lago. He is much chang'd. 
Led. Are his wits ſafe ? is he not light of brain ? 
Iago, He is that he is; I may not breathe my cenſure; 
What he might be—if what he might, he is not 
J would to heaven, he were. 
- Lod. What, ſtrike his wife? 
lago. Faith that was not ſo well; Vet, would 1 
knew, 
That ſtroke would rove the worſt. 
Led. Is it his uſe ; 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new create this fault ? 
JTago. Alas! alas 
It is not honeſt in me, to ſpeak 
What have ſeen and ba You ſhall obſerve him; 
And his own courſes will denote him ſo, 
That I may fave my ſpeech : Do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Led. I am ſorry, that I am deceiv'd in him. 


r 


— 


SCENE H. Another Apartment is the Caſlle; 
Enter OTHELLo, and EMILIA. 


Oth. You have ſeen nothing then ? ' 8 


Emil. Nor ever heard; nor ever did ſuſpect. 

Oth. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together. 

Emil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each ſyllable, that breath made up between them; 

Oth. What, did they never er! 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor ſend you out o'the way ? 

Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her maſk, nor 

nothing? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. That's ſtrange, 

Anil. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at take : if you think other, 
| 23 
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Remove your thought; it doth abuſe your boſom, 

If any wretch hath put this in your head, = 

Let heaven requite it with the ſerpent's curſe ! 

For, if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte, and true, 

There's no man happy ; the pureſt of their wives 

Is foul as ſlander. | | 
Oth. Bid her come hither ;—go,— [ Exit. EML. 

She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a ſimple bawd | 

That eannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtile whore, 

A cloſet lock and key of villanous ſecrets : 

And yet ſhe'll kneel and pray; I have ſeen her do't. 


Re-enter EMILIA, and DESDEMONA. 


Deſ. My lord, what is your will? 
Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 
De. What is your pleaſure? 
 Oth. Let me ſee your eyes; 
Look in my face. 
Def. What horrible fancy's this? 
Oth, [To Amin.) Some of your function, miſtrels, - 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door; 
Cough, or cry—hem, if any body come : 
Your myſtery, your myſtery ;—nay, diſpatch. 
| [Exit EMILIA. 
Def. 9 my knees, what doth your ſpeech im- 
port | 
1 Wen a fury in your words, 
But not the words. qo 
Oth. Why, what art thou? 
\ Def. Your wife, my lord; 
Your true and loyal wife. | 
- Oth, Come, ſwear it, damn thyſelf ; UE 
Left, being like one of heaven, the devils themſelves 
Should fear to ſeize thee; therefore be double-damn'd. 
Swear—thou art honeſt, 
Def. Heaven doth truly know it. | | 
Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art falſe as hell. 
Deſ. To whom, my lord? With whom? How am 1 
falſe ? | 
Oth, O Deſdemona !—away ! away! away! 


De: 
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Def. Alas, the heavy day |—Why do you weep ? 
Am | the occaſion of theſe tears, my lord ? 


If haply, you my father do ſuſpe& 
An inſt = hi 


rument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me if you have loſt him, 
Why, I have loſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pears heaven 
To try me with affliction; had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores, and ſhames, on my bare head; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 
Given to captivity me and my utmoſt hopes ; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my foul 
A drop of patience ! but (alas!) to make me 
A fixed figure for the time of ſcorn 
To point his ſlow unmoving figure at 
O!O! | 
Vet could I bear that too; well, very well: 
But there, where I have garner'd up my heart; 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life; 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence | 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in turn thy complexion there 


Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd cherubim ; 


Ay, there, look grim as hell | 
Def. 1 hope, my noble lord eſteems me honeſt, 
Oth. O, ay; as ſummer flies are in the ſhambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe aches at thee— Would, thou - hadſt 
ne'er been born | 
Deſ. Alas ! what ignorant fin have I committed ? 
Oth. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon! What committed! 
Committed O thou public commoner | 
I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modeſty, + 
Did i but ſpeak thy deed, - What committed ! 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks : 
The bawdy wind, that Kſſes all it meets, , 
4 1 — A 


4 


OTHELLO. 77 


Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it: What committed - Impudent 
| {trumpet ! | 

a By heaven, you do me wrong | 

Oth. Are not you a ſtrumpet ? 

De. No, as I am a chriſtian: 
If to preſerve this veſſel for my lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

\De/. No, as I ſhall be ſaved, 

Oth. Is it poſſible ? 

Deſ. O, heaven forgive us! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then; | 
T took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello, You, miſtreſs —— 


Enter EMILIA. 


That have the office oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of bell! You ! you ! ay, you! 
We have done our courſe ; there's money for your 
pains ; | 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counſel. 
W Exit. 
Emil. Alas ! what does this gentleman e 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 
Def. 'f aith, half aſleep. 
Amy. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord ? 
Def. With who ? | 
Amil. With my lord, madam ? 
Deſ. Who is thy lord? 
Emil. He that is your's, ſweet lady. 
Def. 1 have none: Do not talk to me, Emilia; 
I cannot weep ; nor anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding-ſheets—remember ;— 
And call thy huſband hither. | 
Amil. Here is a change indeed! [ Exit. 
* Def. Tis meet I ſhould be us'd ſo, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall opinion on " grcat'ſt abuſe ? 


Bure 
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Enter T&60; With WEMmLvA. | 
Lago. What is your * madam? How is it. 
with you ? 
Def. 1 tell. Those that do teach young 
abes, 


Do it with gentle means, and eaſy taſks.: 
He might have chid me ſo; for, in good ls 
I am a child to chiding. 

lago. What is the matter, lady ? 

Amil. Alas, lago, my lard hath:ſo'bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy terms upon * 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Def. Am I that name, Ja of 

Jago. What name, fair la 7 

Def. Such as, ſhe ſays, my lord did ſay I was. 

mil. He calbd her whore: a beggar, in his drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his callet. 

Jago. Why did he ſo? 

Def. 1 do not know; 1 am ſure, Lam none ſuch. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep! Alas, the day! 

Emil, Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, and ther friends, 

To be call'd—whore ? would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched fortune. | 

[ago. Beſhrew him for it | 
—_ comes this trick upon him? 
| Def. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang'd, if ſome-eternal-villain, 
Some buſy and infinuating rogue, 

Some cogging, cozening flave, to get ſome: affice, | 
Has not devis'd this flander ! I'll be hang'd elſe. 

Lago. Fie, 1 is no ſuch man; it is impoſſible. 

Def. Tf » ſuch there be, heaven pardon him 

Emil. er pardon him | and hell goaw bis 

Bok | 
Why ben call her, whore ? Who keeps her com- 
an 
What Place? what time? what form? what likeli- 


The 


5 4 


OTHELIO. % 79 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous knave, 


Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow: 
O, heaven] that fuch companions thoud'ſt unfold; 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
Even from the eaſt to the weſt ö 5 

Jago. Speak within door. . 

Emil. O, fie upon him! ſome ſuch *ſquire he was, 
That turn'd your wit the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 

Iago. Vou are a fool; go to. 

De /. O good lago, 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven, 


I know not how I loſt him. Here I kneel; —— 


If e'er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his love, 
Either in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe, 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will- though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement—love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me] Unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot ſay, whore ! 
It does abhor me, now I fpeak the word; 
To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Not the world's maſs of vanity could make me. 
Jago. I pray you, be content; *tis but his humour; 
The buſineſs of the ſtate does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Def. If *twere no other | 
0. It is bot fo, I warrant you. -| Trumpets. 
Hark, how theſe inftruments ſummon to ſupper ! 
And the great meſſengers of Venice ftay : 
Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. FL, 
[ Exeunt DEsDEMONA, and /EMILIA, 


Enter RODERIGO. 
How now, Roderigo ? | *«! BY 
ö f G 2 Rad. 


8 | OTHELLO. 


Red. I do not find, that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me; 

lago. What in the e BY | 
- Rod, Every day thou doff'ſt me with ſome device, 
lago; and rather (as it ſeems to me now) keep'| from 
me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt 
advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
it: Nor am I yet perſuaded, to put up in peace what 
already I have fooliſhly ſuffered. 

Jago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? | 25 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; for your words 
and performances are no kin together, 

Jago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have waſted my- 
ſelf out of my means. The jewels you have had from 
me, to deliver to Deſdemona, would half have cor- 
rupted a votariſt : You have told me—ſhe hath re- 
ceived them, and returned me expectations and com- 
forts of ſudden reſpect and acquaintance; but I find 
none. %, 

Jago. Well; goto; very well. | | 
Rod. Very well!] go to! I cannot 9 to, man: nor 
"tis not very well: By this hand, I fay, it is very 
{curvy ; and begin to find myſelf fobb'd in it. | 

Idzo. Very well. 

Red. | tell you, *tis not very well. I wilt make 
myſelf known to Deſdemona: if the will return me 
my jewels, Iwill give over-my ſuit, and repent my un- 
lawful . ſolicitation ; if not, aſſure yourſelf, I will 
ſeek fatisfaRtion of you. 

Jago. You have ſaid now. | | 

Rod. Ay, and I have ſaid nothing, but what I pro» 
. teſt intendment of dogg. v3.5 OM | 

lago. Why, now, I fee there's mettle in thee ; and 
even from this inſtant, do build on thee a better opi- 
nion than ever hefore. Give me thy. hand, Roderigo: 
Thou haft taken againſt me a moſt juſt exception z 
but yet, I proteſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy affair. 

Red. It hath not appear'd. '  - 

Iuago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd; and 
your ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
nt Roderigo, 
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Rodexrigo, if thou haſt that within thee. indeed, which 


I-have greater reaſon to believe now than ever——1T 
mean, purpoſe, courage, and valour——this night ſhew 
it: It thou the next night following enjoyeſt not Deſ- 
demona, take me from this world with treachery, and 
deviſe engines for my life, 

. Rod, Well, what 1s it? is it within reaſon, and 
compaſs? 

Lago. Sir, there is eſpecial commiſſion come from 
Venice, to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. 

.. Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and Deſde- 
mona return again to Venice. 

Iago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode 
be linger'd here by ſome accident; wherein none can 
be fo determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rod. How do you mean—removing of him ? 

Iago. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's 
place; knocking out his brains, 

Rod. And that you would have me to do? 

 Jago, Ay; if you dare to do yourſelf a profit, and a 
right, He ſups to-night with a harlot, and thither 
will Igo to him: —he knows not yet of his honour- 
able fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
(which I will faſhion to fall out between twelve and 
one) you may take him at your pleaſure; I will be, 
near to ſecond your attempt, and he ſhall fall between 
us. Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but go along with 
me; I will, ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his death, 
that you ſhall think yourſelf bound to put it on him. 
It is now high ſupper-time, and the night grows to 
waſte : about it. 

Read. I will hear further reaſon for this. 

Jago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. [ Excunt, 


— 


SCENE III. 4 Room in the Caſtle. 


Enter OTHELLoO, Lopovico, DEsDENONA, AEMILIA, 
and Attendants. 


Lod. ] do beſeech you, fir, trouble yourſelf no further. 
| G 3 Oth, 
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Orb. O, pardon me: *twill'do me good to walk, 
Lod. e good-night; I humbly thank your 
lad ID. 
Def. Your e is moſt welcome. 
Otb. Will you walk, fir?—O, Deſdemona 

Def. My lord ! 

Ch. Get you to bed on the inſtant; I will be re- 
turn'd forthwith: diſmiſs your attendant there; look, 
it be done. Exit, 

Def. 1 will, my lord. 

"_ How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did. 

. He ſays he will return incontinent: 
He) hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to diſmiſs you. 

Emil. Diſmiſs me! 

De/. It was his bidding; ; therefore, good n 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 

Wie muſt not now diſpleaſe im. 

Emil. I would, you had never ſeen him 

Def. So would not I; my love doth ſo approve him, 
That even his tobbornoeſs, his checks andifrowns — 
Pr ythee, unpin me—have grace and favour in them. 

Emil. L have laid thoſe ſheets you bade me on the 

bed. 

Def. All's one: Good father] how fooliſh are out 

minds | 
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, ſhroud me 
In one of thoſe ſame ſheets. 

Amil. Come, come, you talk, 

Deſ. My mother had a maid, call'd Barbara; 
She was in love; and he, ſhe lov'd, prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her : ſhe had a ſong of willow, 
An old thing *twas ; but it expreſs'd her fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd ſinging it: That-ſong, to-night, 
Will not go from my mind; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all o' one ſide, 

And ſing it like poor Barbara, Pr'ythee, diſpatch. 

mil. Shall I go fetch your =. Gillian 

De/., No, unpin me here, 
This Lodovico is a proper map. 


mil. A very handſome man, 


De 


— 
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Del. He ſpeaks well. 


Aimil; I know a lady in Venice, would have walkd | | 
barefbot to Paleſtine, for a toueh of His nether lip, 


Def. The poor foul ſat ſinging by a ſycamore tree, | | 
Sing ag a green willow ! * [Singing; | 

Her hand on her 1 her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow : ö 
The Frede ſtreams ran by her, and murmur d hen moans 5, _, | | 
Sing willow, &c. 1 
- Her ſalt tears fell from ber, and ſifter d the fones 3 | 1 
Lay by theſe : | 1 
Sing willow, &c. 


Willow, willow, Sc. 
Pr'ythee, hye thee ; he'll come, anon.— | 
Sing all a green-willow muſ be * garland, | | 
2. | 1 
Les mbvay blame him, his ſcorn 1 approve—— | 
Nay, that's not next:—Hark ] who is it that knocks?  #Þ 
Emil. It is the wind. 
Def.” FcalP d my love, falſe love; but what ſaid: he then ? 
Sing willow, &c. 
IF court more women, you? Il couch with more men. 
So, get thee gone; good-night. Mine eyes do iteh; 
Does that bode weeping* 
mil. Tis neither here nor there. 
Def. IJ have heard it ſaĩd ſo.— O, theſe men, theſe 
men 
Doſt thou in conſcience think tell me, Emilia 
That there be women do abuſe their huſbands 
Jn ſach groſs kind? 
Aimil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 
Dej/. Wouldſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world? 
Emil. hy 4 would not you? 
Deſ. No, by this heavenly light. 
Emil. Nor neither, by this heavenly nett 
I might do't as well i' the dark. 
Deſ. Would thou do fuch a deed for all the world? 
Exil. The world is a huge things 'Tis a great 
rice 


For a > mall vice. 


7 Def. 


_ 
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2 0 In troth, I think thou wouldſt not. 
mil. In troth I think I ſhould; and undo't when 


I had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for 


a joint-ring ; not for meaſures of lawn; nor for gowns, 


petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition; but, 
for all the whole world Why, who would not make 
her huſband a cuckold, to make him a monarch? I 
ſhould venture Purgatory for't. | 
Def. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. | 
Emil. he the wrong is but a wrong i' the world; 
and, having the-world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in 
our own world, and you might quickly make it right, 
2 I do not think there is any ſuch woman, 
mil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to the vantage, as 
Would ſtore the world they play'd for. | 
But, I do think, it is their huſbands? faults, 
If wives do fall: Say, that they {lack their duties, 
And pour out treaſures into foreigh laps; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, | 
Throwing reſtraint upon us; or, ſay, they ſtrike us, 


Or ſcant our former having in deſpight ; 


Why, we have galls; and though we. have ſome 
a grace, 


Vet have we ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, 


Their wives have ſenſe like them; they ſee and ſmell, 
And have their palates both for ſweet and ſour, 

As huſbands have. What is that they do, 

When they change us for others? Is it ſport ? 


\ I think, it is: And doth affection breed it? 


J think it doth : Is't frailty that thus errs ? 
It is fo too: And have not we affections? 
Defires for ſport? and frailty, as men have? 


Then let them uſe us well: elſe, let them know, 


The ills we do, their ills inſtruc us to. 
Def. Good- night, good- night: Heaven me ſuch 
uſage ſend, 


Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend ! 
FE | [ Exeunt. 
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ADS. v5 
SCENE I. A Street. 


Enter IAGo, and RODERIGO. 


- Iago. 

Hxxx, ſtand behind this bulk; ſtraight will he come; 

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 

Quick, quick; fear nothing; I'll be at thy elbow: 

It makes us, or it mars us; think on that, 

And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand; I may miſcarry in't. 
Lago. Here, at thy hand; be bold, and take thy 
| ſword. | a 
Rod. I have not great devotion to the deed ; 

And yet he hath given me ſatisfying reaſons :— 

*T is but a man gone: forth, my ſword ; he dies. 

L_ apart, 


Lago. I have rubb'd this young quat almoſt to the 


ſenſe, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caſſio, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain: Live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a reſtitution large 
Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him 
As gifts to Deſdemona; | 
It muſt not be: If Caſſio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly; and, beſides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand 1 in much peril, 
No, he muſt die: But ſo, I hear him coming. 


Enter Cass10. 


Rod. IJ know his gait, 'tis he: Villain, thou 
He runs at Cass10, and wounds him. 


dy*ſt, Je 11 
Ca. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, Y 
But 
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But that my coat is better than thou think ; 
I will make proof of thine. | 72606 
[ Fight. Cassio wounds, RODERIGO : 1400 cuts 
Cass10 behind in the Its, and exit. 
Rod. O, Iamfilam! -» 
Caf. 1 am maim'd for ever — ho! murder! 
murder! ; 


Enter OrnzLTo, 3 


Oth. The voice of Caſſio:— lago keeps his word... 
"Rod; O] villain. that I an! 

Oth, Hark, tis even 16; | 

Cay.” ©; help, Ho! light! a ſurgeon! 

Oth. Tis he.; O- Prave Ages honeſt, and jo 
That hath ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friend's wrong 
Thou teactieft me=—Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your fate hits apace: : Strumpet, I-come :. 
Forth of my heart thoſe charms; thine eyes are 


blotted; 
Thy bed, luſt ſtain'd, ir with luſt's blood be 
ſpottedi [Exit OTDEIEO. 


Tuer Lopovieo; and GNATIA NO, at a:diftance; 
Caf. What, ho! no watch? no paſſage ? murder J. 
murder 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance; the cry is very direful. 
Caf. O, help! 
Led. Hark f 
Red. O wretched yillain ! 
Lad. Iwo or three groans; —it is a heavy night: 
Theſe may be counterfeits; let's think't unſafe 
'To come in to the cry, without more help. 


Nd. No body come] then ſhall I bleed to death, 


; | Enter IxGo, with a light. 

Lod. Hark | 

Gra. Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with light and 
weapons; 


No. Who's chere!) whoſe noiſe is this, that cries 
aut murder? 


502 | Led. 


What may you be? are you of good'or evil? 


p — 


 OTRELLO; | i 


Lod, We do not know. 
Jago. Did not you hear a ery? 
Caſ. Here, here! for heaven's ſake, help me. 
Tago, What's the matter? 
_ Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 
_ The ſame, indeed; a very valiant fellow. 
ago. What are ee, here, that ory ſo grievouſly- 8 


2 _ O, I am ſpoil'd, undone by villains! 
Give me ſome help, 
* * 3 ! what villains: have dons 
18 


Caſ. I think chat one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Iago. O treacherous villains! 
What are you there? come in, and (Fo limes help. 


Lon: and GRA. 
Rod. O, help! me here 
Ca /. That's one of them. 
lago. O murderous ſlave! Orvillair! 
[IA o ale him. 
Rod. O damn'd Lago! O inhuman dog OO! 
{ago, Kill men i' th dark here be theſe bloody 
thie ves. 
How ſilent is this town !=—Hoi! murder! mur 
der 


Lod. As you {hall prove us, praiſe us. 
lago. Signior Lodoyico ? 
Load. He, Sir. 
* I cry you mercy ; Here's C burt by: vil 
| ains. 
Gra. Cafſio ! 
> How is it, brother? 
/. My leg is cut in two. 
72. arry, heaven forbid! 
Light, . il bind it with my ſhirt. 


Enter BLANCA. 


Bian. What is the matter, ho? who is't then cry d 
Le. Who is't that cry'd't | 


* 


Bian, 
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Bian. O my dear Caſſio ! my ſweet Caſſio! 
O Caſſio! Cafſio! Caflio | 
Iago. = notable ſtrumpet !——Caſſio, may you ſuſ- 
e | 
Who . ſhould be that have thus mangled you? 
Caf. No. k 
Gra. Lam ſorry to find you thus; I have been to 
e | | 
Tago. Lend me a garter: So——0O, for a chair, 
To bear him eafily hence 
Bian. Alas, he faints -O Caſſio! Caſho ! Caſſio ! 
Iago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpe& this traſh 
To be a party in this injury. 
Patience a while, good Caſſio. — Come, come; 
Lend me a light. Know we this face, or no ? 
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo ? no: Ves, ſure ;-——O heaven! Ro- 
derigo. N 
Gra, What, of Venice? 
Jago. Even he, ſir; did you know him? 
' Gra. Know him? ay. 
lago. Signior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardon ; 
Thele bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That ſo negleRed you. | 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 
Lago. How do you, Caſho ?!——O, a chair, a chair! 
Gra. Roderigo ! | 
Jago. He, he, tis he |!—-—O, that's well ſaid ;; the 
chair: [A chair brought in. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 
PII fetch the general's ſurgeon.— For you, miſtreſs, 
| [To Bianca. 


He that lies ſlain here, 


Save you your labour. 
Caſfo, 
Was my dear friend: What malice was between you? 
Ca/. None in the world; nor do I know the man. 
Jago. | To Bian.] What, look you pale? O, bear 
him out o' the air. [Css 10 is borne off. 


Stay you, good gentlemen.— Look you pale, miſtreſs? 
Nay, 


Do you perceive the gaſtneſs of her eye? 
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Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon := 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her ; 


Do you ſee, gentlemen ? nay, guiltingſs will ſpeak, _ 


Though tongues were out of uſe. 


Enter ACMILIA. 


Emil. Las, what's the matter? what's the matter, 

huſband ? 

Iago. Caſſio hath here been ſet on ig the dark, 

By Roderigo, and fellows that are *ſcap'd ; 

He's almoſt flain, and Roderigo dead. 
Emil. Alas, good 8 alas, good Cafho ! 
Iago. This is the fruit of whoring.—Pr'ythee, 

Emilia, 

Go know of Caſſio where he ſupp'd to-night: 

What, do you ſhake at that? | 
Bian. He ſupp'd at my houſe ; but I therefore ſhake 

not, | 
Jago. O, did he fo? I charge you, go with me. 
mil. Fie, fic upon thee, ſtrumpet ! 
Bian. I am no ſtrumpet; but of life as honeſt, 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
mil. As I! foh ! fie upon thee! 


* 


- 


Jago, Kind gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Caſſio 
dreſs'd :!—— 2 
Come, miſtreſs, you muſt tell us another tale. —— 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath hap'd 


Will you go on, I pray ?—This is the night, (Afide 


That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. | Exeunt. 


* 


SCENE II. Bed. chamber. 
DESDEMONA in bed, aſſecp. A light burning. 
Enter OTHELLO. 


Oth. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul— 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars 


It is the cauſe, Vet I'll not ſhed her blood; 
. or 


6% ˙ % 
—— — . 1 


rr 


And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter. 


90 | OTHELLO. 
Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of her's than fifow, 


D Takes off his ſword, 


Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhell (betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then Put out the light! 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 
can again thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repent me: — but once put out thy light, 
1 t pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not-where ĩs that Prometheanq heat, 


That can thy light relumine. When I have pluck'd 


my role, . 
nnot give it vital growth again, | 
— — wither: © Pl ſme it on the tree. 
O balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuadle 
uſtice herſelf to break her ſword Once more. 
thus when thou art dead, and 1 will kill thee, 
And love thee after: Once more, and this the laſt: 
So ſweet was ne er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears: This ſorrow's heavenly; 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. — She wake 
Deſ. Who's there? Othello? 
Otb. Ay, Deſdemona. 
Da. Will you come to- bed, my lord? 
Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Deſdemona? 
Del. Ay, my lord. 
Oth. If you bethink yourſelf of any orime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, | 
S$ohoit for it ſtraight. 
D. Alas, my lord ! what may you mean by that? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; 1 will walk by: 
Twould not kill thy unprepared 1 irit ; . , 
No Heaven \foretond | — | mou! not kill thy ſoul. 
Deſ. Falk you of killing? a 
Oth. Ay, Ido. 
De. T en, heaven 
Have mercy on me! 
Oth, Amen, with all my heart! ; 
Ei I bape 70 will not kill me, 9.4 
Bib. Hum! { 
Def. 


Def. And yet Ifear you;.for vou are Fatolithen, 
hen you eyes roll ſo: Why, d ſhauld Soar, Iknow 


Since * I koow not hut yet, d froly f foar, 
Oth, Think on thy fins, 


Deſ. They are loves I bear to vu. 
Oth. AF, and. for nat chou dy ſt. 4 0 
De. That death's unnatural, that kill cor ln. 
Alas] Why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 43 
Some bloody paffion:thakes.your very frame: 
Theſe are portents: but yet, L;hope, I 7 N bk 
1 do not qaint ion me. 
Och. Peace, and the till! 1! * 
Def. I will ſa: What's the matter ? : 
Qth.. eee e wich foilav!d, anll gave, 
thee, 
T to Qaſſia. 
No, by my life and ſoul; 
Sene { for the man, and aſk him. 
Oth. Sweet ſoul, rake heed, 
Take heed of perjury ; thou art on thy death - bed. 
Del. Ay, but nat yet to die. 
Oth. Ves, preſently: 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy ſin ; 
For to deny each artiele with oath, - 
Cannat remove, nor choak, the ftrong conception. 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Def. O, heaven have mercy on me 
Oth. I ſay, amen. 
De /. And have yon mercy, too ES nexer did 
Offend you in my life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general Warranty of heaven 
As I might love ; I never gave him token. 
Oth. By heaven, I ſaw my handkerchief in his hand. 
O perjur'd woman ! thou doſt ſtone m — 
And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to 
A murder, Which, I thought a ſacrifice: 
I ſaw the handkerchief, | 
Def. He found it then; | 
I never gave it him: — Send for him hicher, 


And let him confefs a truth, 
1 Oth, 
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Oth, He hath confeſs'd. 
De. What, my lord? | 
Oth. That he hath us'd thee; ' 
Deſ. How unlawfully > 
Oth. Ay. | 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. y | 
Oth. No, his mouth 1 is ftopp'd ; : 
Honeft Tago bath ta'en order for't. | 
Deſ. O, my fear interprets then— What, f is he dead? 
|  Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had ſtomach for them all. 
Def. Alas! he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth. 2 ſtrumpet! Weep'ſt thou for him to my 
ace ? 
De. O, baniſh me, my lord, but kill me not. 
Qth. Down, {trumpet ! 
Def. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night, 
 Oth. Nay, if you ftrive—— 
Def. But half an hour, 
Oth. Being done, 
There is no Pauſe. 
Deſ. But while I ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late. [Ye ſmathers her, 


. 4 ZEMILIA within. 


My lord, my lord What ho! my lord! my lord! 
Oth. What noiſe is this ?—Not dead? not yet quite 
dead ? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I ahold not have thee linger in thy rain 1 
ſo | 
Emil. What ho! my lord, my lord! f 
Oth. Who's there? | | 
Emil. O, good my lord, I would ſpeak a word with 
ou. 
Oth. . tis Emilia by 18 by —She' s dead. 
Tis like, ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. — Ha!] no more moving ? 
Still as the grave.— Shall ſhe come in? Were't good 7 
Ichink, ſhe ſtirs again oy * s the beſt? Fs 
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If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife: 
My wife | my wife! what wife! T have no wife! 
O inſupportable ! O heavy hour! 
Methinks, it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe  » 
Of ſun and moon; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. *_ TIO 
Emil. 1 do beſeech you, I may ſpeak with you. 
O, good my lord | REA 
Oth. I had ſorgot thee; O, come in, Emilia: 
Soft - by and by: Let me the curtains draw. 


Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now? _ 


[ Unlacks the dbar. 
Enter AEMILIA, | 


Amil. O, my good lord, yonder's foul murder done, 
Cth. What? now? | | 
Amil. But now, my lord, 

Otb. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more near the earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad, wth = 


mil. Caffio, my lord, hath kill'd a young Ve- 


netian, 
Call' d Roderigo. 
Oth. Roderigo killd! 
And Caſſio kill'd! 
Emil. No, Caffio is not kill'd. 
Oth. Not Caſſio kilPd! Then murder's out of tune, 
And ſweet revenge * harſh. * | 
Def. O, falſely, falſely murder'd ! 
Emil. Alas | what cry is that? 
Oth. That! what? 5 
Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice ; 
Help! help, ho! help !|——O lady, ſpeak again! 
Sweet Deidemona! O, ſweet miſtreſs, ſpeak! 
Def. N death I die. 
mil. O, who hath done 
This deed ? 
Deſ. Nobody; I myſelf; farewell: 


Commend me to my kind lord; O, farewell! ¶ Dies. | 


Emil. 


Oth. Why, how 11 ſhe be murder'd? 
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Emil. Alas; whoCnows? | 
Oth.. You beard her ſay herſelf, it was not J. 
Emil. She ſaid ſo; I muſt necds report the truth. 
Oth. She's, Uke a liar, gone to burning pls 

Twas I that kill'd her. 
Emil. O, the more angel ſhe, 

And yon the blacker devil! 
Oth. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore, = 
Emil. Thou doſt bely . * and thou art a devil, 
Oth. She was falſe as water. F 
Amil. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay 

That ſhe was falſe; O, ſhe was heavenly true! 
Oth, Caffio did tup her ; ; alk thy huſband elſe: 


| O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 


But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremit Thy huſband knew it all. 

LEmil, My huſband | 

Oth. Thy huſband. 

nil. That ſhe was falſe to wedlock ? 

Oth. Ay, with Caffio. Nay, had ſhe been true, 
Tf heaven would make me ſuch another world 
Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 

I'd not have ſold her for it, 

Emil. My, huſband! 

Oth. Ay, twas he that told me firſt x 
An honeft man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. My buſbagd' 

Oth, What needs this iteration, woman ? 

I fay, thy huſband, 
Amil. O mire villainy hath made mocks with 
loye 
My huſband ſay, that ſhe was falle | 

Oth. He, Woman; 

I ſay, thy huſband; "Doft underſtand the word! 
My friend, thy hnſband, honeſt, honeſt Iago. 
Emil. If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious ſoul 


Rot half a grain 4 day ! he hes to the heart; 


She was too fond of her maſt filthy nen. 


Otb. Ha! Nog 
Mmil, 


- 
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Emil. Do thy worſt ; | 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thou waſt worthy her, | 
Oth. Peace, you were beſt, | 
3 Thou haſt not half that power to do me 
arm; : 
As I have to be hurt. O gull! O dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou haſt done a deed —— 
I care not for thy ſword; I'll make thee Known, 
Though I loſt twenty lives: — Help, help, ho! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my miſtreſs ; Murder! murder! 


Enter MonTano, GRATIANO, IAGo, and others. 


Mon. What is the matter? How now, general! 

Emil. O, are you come, Iago? you have done well, 
That men muſt lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? EP 

Emil. Diſprove this villain, if thou be'ſt a man: 
He ſays, thou told'ſt him that his wife was falſe; 
I know, thou did'ſt not, thou'rt not ſuch a villain; 
Speak, for my heart is full. | 

age. I told him what I thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true, 

Emil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe ? 

Tago. I did. 4b 

Emil. You told a lie: an odious, damned lie; 
Upon my ſoul, a lie'; a wicked lie. 85 
She falſe with Caſſiol — Did you ſay, with Caſſio? 

Jago. With Caſſio, miſtreſs; Go to, charm your 

tongue. 
Emil. I will not charm my tongue; I am bound to 
ſpeak; | 3 

My miſreſs here lies murder'd in her bed. 

All. O heavens forefend ! | 

mil. And your reports have ſet the murder on, 

Oth. Nay, itare not, maſters ; it is true, indeed, 

Gra. Tis a ſtrange truth. 

Mont. O monſtrous act 

Emil. Villany, villany, villan , 

I think upon't I think——1 ſmell't 0 villany ! 
"PINE | H 2 I thought 


\ 
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I thought ſo then: — I'll kill myſelf for grief, — 
O villany, villany ! 
lago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get you 
home. | 
Amil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak ; 
"Tis proper I obey him, but not now :;=—— 
Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home. 
Oth. Ol OI O! [ OTHELLO looking on his wifes 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar 
For. thou haſt killd the ſweeteſt innocent 
That e'er did lift up eye. | 
Oth. O, ſhe was foul f | [ Ri/angs 
I ſcarce did know you, uncle: There lies your niece, 
i indeed, theſe hands have newly 
opp'd : 
'Fknow, his act ſhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona! J am glad thy father's 
dead; | 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now, 
'This fight would make him do a deſperate turn ; 
Yea, curſe his better angel from his ſide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
th. Tis pitiful : but yet Iago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio hath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed; Caſſio confeſs'd it; 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his hand; 
It was an handkerchief an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 
Emil. O heaven! O heavenly powers 
Jago. Come, hold your peace. | 


Emil. Twill out, twpill aut: I hold my peace, 


fir? no, . 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the north: 

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak, 
lago. Be wiſe, and get you home. | 

Amil. I will not. [IO offs to ſſab bis wifes 


a. 
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Ora. Fie | 


Your ſword upon a woman ? 
Aimil. O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief, thon 
ſpeak'ſt of, | 
found by fortune, and did give my huſband; 
For often, with a ſolemn earneſtneis 
More than, indeed, belong'd to ſuch a trifle), 
e begg*d of me to ſteal it; 15 
lago. Villanous whore! 
mil. She give it Caſſio! no, alas! I found it, 
And | did give it my huſband, 
lago. Filth, thou leſt, 
Emil. By heaven, Ido not; I do not, gentlemen: 
O murd'rous coxcomb! what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a wife? 
Iaco tabs his wife, then runs out. 
Oth. Are there no ade HOI 5 _ 
But what ſerve for the thunder? — Precious villain! - 
Gra, 4 woman falls; ſure, he has kill'd his 
wife. 
Aimil. Ay, ay; O, lay me by my miſtreſs' fide! 
Gra, He's gone; but his wife s kill'd. 
Mont, Tis a notorious villain, Take you this 
weapon, | 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without; let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather: I'll after that ſame villain, | 
For 'tis a damn'd ſlave, | Exeunt MONT, and GRA. 
Oth. 1 am not valiant neither, | 
But every puny whipſter gets my ſword : —— 
But why ſhould honour outlive honeſty 7 
Let it go all, 
Amil. What did thy ſong bode, lady? | 
Hark, can'ſ thou hear me? | will play the ſwan, 
And die in muſick. H/illow, willow, willow ! 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte: ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor: 
So come my ſoul to bliſs, as | ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, 1 die——l die. [Diss. 
Oth. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a ſword of Spain, the 1ce-brook's temper 
O, here it is ; — Uncle, I muſt come forth 8 
2. 
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Gra. | Within] If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee 


dear; ä 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer, 
Oth, Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will affault thee. 


Re-enter GRATI AN O. 

Gra. What is the matter? ; 

Oth. Behold! I have a weapon: 
A better never did itſelf ſuſtain 
Upon a ſoldier's thigh : I have ſeen the day, 
That, with this little arm, and this good tword; 
T have made my way through more impeditnents 
Than twenty times your ſtop :—But, O vain boaſt ! 

Who can control his fate? ti 


tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 

The very ſea-mark of my utmoſt ſail. 

Do you go back diſmay'd? *tis a loft fear; 

Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 

And he retires ; Where ſhould Othello go? 
Now, how doſt-thou look now? O ill-ſtarr'd wench! 
Pale as thy ſmock ! when we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heaven, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Gold, cold, my girl? 
Even like thy chaſtity, _—— FE 

O curſed, curſed ſlave Whip me, ye devils, 
From the poſſeffion of this heavenly fight! 
Blow me about in winds ! roaſt me in ſulphur ? 
Waſh me in ſteep-down gulphs of liquid-fite!—— 


H 


O Deſdemona ! {demona | dead? 
Dead? O! O! O] 


Enter Lopovico, CAssio brought in; MonTaAno, 

with 1AGO. priſoner ; and Officers, 

Lod. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate man? 
 Oth, That's he, that was Othello; here I am. 
Loud. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth, 

Oth. I look down towards his feet; but that's a 
fable: | it 


* 
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If that thou be'ſt a devil, I cannot kill these. 

we - {[ OTHELLO wounds [AG 

Lod. Wrench his ſword ro him. hrs 

Jago. I bleed, fir; but not kill'd. * 

Oth. I am not ſorry neither; Vd have thee live; 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 1 

Led. O thou, Othello, that waſt once ſo good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a curſed ſlave, by 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee? OF 

Oth. Why, any thing; | 
An honourable murderer, if you will 
For no I did in hate, but all in honour, 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeſs'd his villany: 
oy Jew 20g he conſent in Cafſio's deae 

th, Ay. | 

Caſ. Dear general, I never gave you cauſe. 

Oth. I do believe it, and I all your pardon,” 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil, + -- * 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoul and body? + _ 

E RIA me nothing: What you know, you 

oW: | BOT 
From this time forth I never will ſpeak world. 

Lod. What! not to pray? | Tu, 4 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou do'ſt beſt, | 
Led. Sir, you ſhall underſtand what hath befall/n, 
Which, as I think, you know not: Here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the {lain Roderigo; 

And here, another : the one of them unports 
The death of Caſſio to be undertook | 
By Roderigo, 

Oth. O villain ! 

Ca/. Moft heatheniſh, and moſt groſs ! 

Lod. Now here's another diſcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it ſeems, 
Roderigo meant to have ſent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, Iago in the interim 

Came in and ſatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff. 
How came you, Caſſio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? ; 


Caſe 
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Caf. I found it in my chamber: 
And he FR confeſs d, Hut even now, 
That there he dropp'd it, for a ſpecial purpoſe 
Which wrought to his defire. : Ferrer 
Oib. O fool! fool! fool?! A Ne 
Caf. There is, beſides, in Roderigo's letter: 
How he upbraids Tago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt: And even but now he ſpake, 
After long ſeeming dead lago hurt him, 
Iago ſet him on. Lare 8 
Led. You muſt forfake this room, and go with us; 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caffo rules in Cyprus. For this flave—— 
If there be any cunning cruelty, | 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his: ' You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, 
Till that the nature of your fault be known | 
To the Venetian ftate : — Come, bring him away. 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they know it; 
No more of that: I pray you in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
2 of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet down aught in malice: then muſt you ſpeak 
Of one, that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 
Of one, not caſily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe ere threw ea pearl away | 
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe ſubdu'd eyes, 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 
Their med'cinable gum ! Set you down this; 
And ſay, - beſides—that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignaut and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the ftate, 
I took by the throat the circumciſed dog, N 
And ſmote him thus * FStabs Himſelf. 
Lad. O bloody period ! © | N 


Gra. 


- 
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Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr d. 
Oth, J kiſs'd thee, ere I kill'd thee :>— No way 
but this, Falling upon DEsDEM, 
Killing myſelf, to die —_ a kits, [ Dies, 
Caſ. This did I fear, but thought he had no wea» 
pon: 
For he was great of heart. 
Led. O Spartan dog, 
More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the ſea! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed; [To Iaco, 
This is thy work: the object poiſons ſight j—— 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the houſe, 
And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed on you. To you, lord governor, 
Remains the cenſure of this helliſh villain ; 
The time, the place, the torture. O enforce it 
Myſelf will ſtraight abroad; and, to the ſtate, 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [ Exeunt, 


THE END, 


